
tipm ,1 iitm in Imdm tkrrr was « 
)<,entifmm nha had «..//,»«. to 

do me afkrnmm. ,w wlmi slundd 'hf da hni 
(akf It tmlk ,•* Now he did n<’l set md ai mw 
mt pimsiiff heni, kd m$h an ate „f dfirt. 
■natum fha! ii<ndd have sarptiud ln\ fnrnd%[ sax-.m' 
tMn hf\ Iffih " I have aftrayi heard that uaiktw 
gaud f ( uiJ try ,• h,( " iinwrtrr. he had md 

ihed Jar he/me ,i,.,mdafue% cmpeUed him i., ,d^ak 

*rZiT:J7 " V'] /«/i and r,<m!e 

'fm /*Jf (he time «>/ the year. ’ 

*Midmrdmf ymn/; /•endeman %!r,de : try Siaane Street. 



Prologue 

throt^h Knighishri^e F‘^pr was 

strode, even from fl Chelsea, whereas his 

^ay of hdn « nothing, 
people lived in , u may as well add that 

N- ««',r « toS* “^7 “TS 

the young to bankruptcy, and had call f 

years aUernoon to impress upon him the 

his son to hm on thi f .^iter’s father, could not 

fad that m future he, th y ,. °., j^,^J.uimiter’s extrava- 
and would not he a vwi • _ j^riter’s father, but 

- 

For that is what he iiconceivable 

tell ofaJmnd so white and delicate 

TJ:. 

iifSiz fi, 

’■"srti:;:'-. » u,!, - 

to that the voices of Americans were distMly M 
risins above the polished tumult of the Berkeley Hotel, 
cryim plaintively for ice; and when at l^t our young 
Zd lame inZ Mayfair he was grateful > 
auiet streets, but being still at some discomfort from the 
\ffeds of the heat on his person, he thought to turn tnto 
Mount Stred Gardens and rest a while beneath the trees. _ 
This however, he was not to do that afternoon ; jor u 
chanced that he had not walked far towards tM pleasatme ' 
when, at that point of the pretty quarter of Mayfair whe. 
South Stred becomes North Stred and Grosvenor Square 
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is but a step in the right direction, he was drawn to admire 
a great house that stood in a walled garden. Quite a 
country-house this looked like, and right in the heart of 
the town, so that our young gentleman thought : “ Now 
I wonder whose house that is. Ah, to be rich ! Or, cU 
least, to be so attractive that rich people would take one 
to their hearts on sight I ” 

In this wise relishing the deploraMe charms of money 
he had stared long over the waU at the house in the garden 
had not something happened which instardty gave his 
fancies a prettier turn, for what should he suddenly espy 
through the curtain of leaves but a hand drooping from 
one of the upper windows, and what should he esPy in 
the hdnd hut cl scuylet flower ? 

Now^ that ifiade a delightful pictufe of in%oce%ce^ of 
dy earning youth and fond imaginings, and not at all the 
soyt of thing you see eveyy day, especially in Mayfaiy, 
wheye motoy-cays gyow fyom the cyacks in the pavements 
and ladies yecline in slenderness on divans, playing with 
yosayies of black peayls and eating scented macayoons 
out of bowls of white jade. 

Pyesently a policeman happened by, and the young 
gentlefnan thought to tuyn from the wall and greet him in 
a friendly way with a view to further conversation. 

And what, he asked, ** is the name of the lady who 
lives in the house with the garden ?*' 

“ Young sir,” said the policeman severely, ''that will 
do from you!' 

'' I beg your pardon ! ” said the young writer, with 
spirit. 

" Granted," said the policeman severely. 

, "But this is absurd! I am an honest man, and I 
.have asked you an honest question." 

^ The policeman unbent his expression so far as to say. 
With a significant look at the great house in the walled 
garden: " Young sir," said he, "there danger lies for 
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the likes of you. For the likes of her is not for the likes 

of you." 

" Oh, nonsense !’’ cried our young gentleman. I his 
is a free country. This is not America / ” 

“ Is it swearing at me you are ? " said the policeman 
severely. ** Now, move on, young man, move on,*' 

I will not / " cried our hero. 

“ Well, I will! said the policeman, and walked mmy, 
while the young gentleman turned away from this unsatis^ 
factory conversation just in time, alas, io see the scarid 
flower drop from the white fingers; and the hand was 
withdrawn. 

Now such was the effect of the hand and the fiower 
on the young writer's susceptible mind tfmi he quite forgot 
to go and see his father, who thereupon cut him off with 
a shilling, which he sent to the young wriitr in the form 
of postage stamps. But the occasion was mi without 
some profit, albeit of the spiritual sort, io the ymn§ mm ; 
for 4hat very night he dreamed he was kissing iMi very 
hand, and who shall say that that was all M dreamed, for 
surely he is a sorry young man xoho cannot kiss niore 
than a lady's hand in a dream. 


n 

The Court Chronicles of the Gravid Duchy of V&lma 
report the following conversation as having taken pkov 
between the reigning Duke and his consorL Thai ike 
emv^sation took place in London is undoubkMy due io 
the fact that the Royal Duke and Ms Duckiss wm ai ihf 
Ume on a state visit to that capital, with a Mm k 
a turn around the Wembley Exhibition. 

“ We win give a hall." said His Highness the Here- 

oail. And every one tn London will come to it" 
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“ Why should they?" said Her Highness. 

How try not to be disagreeable, my dear. I have no 
^alwaytdo^^^ ^ positive they will. They 

M/l' is the matter with you to-nieht ^ 

Why do you want to give a ball, since you cannot dance ? 
upon my word, if I danced like you I should be ill at 

tZp thS » “3- Ime, go 

Now fry not to be unpleasant, EtheTberta. You do 
not seem to understand that people in our position must 

ZZ ^ undouSX 

position should 

give them. I have worked out the matter very carefully " 
t hen you are quite wrong, my love. Balls are for 
somdhmg quite different. I assure you that I have also 
^o^ked out the matter very carefully. Balls are for English 

dSllat"^'^^’ P<^y for. and Argentines to 

" Now try not to be tiresome, my dear. It will seem 
extremely peculiar in us not to give at least one ball while 
.we are in London. The Diplomatic Corps will not fail 
Zr^R^llty*? eco«om^. Do you forget that we 

‘‘ FiddMidee ! ” said the Duchess. 

Now, said the Duke, try not to be — 

“ Both^ Royalty ! " said the Duchess. " I’ve never 
got anything by being Royal except to be treaied like a 
vill^e idiot all my life. And now you want me to give 
a beastly ball, at which I shall have to dance with a lot 
of clumsy Arnbassadors. Frederick, I tdl you here and 
now that I -will not give a ball. And if you want to know 

^oiia^'^^ 

They followed. 

Whereas," said His Highness, "my reasons for 
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wishing to give this confounded hall are not entirely social. 
Our daughter 

You are not going to pretend, my love, that the happi- 
ness of our only daughter is influencing you in the least / 
You will not dare to pretend that, Frederick, considering 
that ever since we have been in London you have kept 
the poor child locked in her room/* 

You know very well,** said the Duke hotly, that 

we both decided that in the circumstances '' 

“ Well, I think it*s most insanitary,** said the Duchess, 
''keeping the poor child locked in her room day in and 
day out ! In the end all that will happen will he that she 
imll lose her figure and no one will marry her at all, and 
then where are we?** 

" Ethelberta ! ** cried His Highness, leaping from the 
bed and looking sternly down at her. " I did not think 
you could carry levity so far. Woman, would you com- 
promise with our honour and the honour of Valeria ? ** 
" If there was any money in it, my love, I would, of 
course, ask your advice first, as you know so much more 
than I do about selling things. I really don*t know where 
we would he now if you hadn*t been so clever about our 
neutrality during the war. Now, my love, stop being silly 
and gei hack to bed. You look too ridiculous in those 
bright pink pyjamas. What the Lord-in-W aiting was 
doing to let you buy them I can’t imagine! ** 

" Ethelberta,** said His Highness sternly, under- 
stand this / We are in England, at considerable ex- 
pense — 

" Naturally, my love, if you will buy pyjamas like 
that!** 

to avenge a mortal insult to our honour. Woman, 

would you have our innocent daughter be spurned by the 
villain who seduced her ? ** 

" These are strong words ! ** said the Duchess. 

" I fed strongly about it,** said the Duke. 
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^ innocent as all that ” 
s^ the Duchess thoughtfully, “ now. I know girls o’h 
dear, what fun girls have !” =. • , 

Ethelberta, this English lord must die ! ” 

All English lords m%ist die, my love, in due course. 
if ^^5 a law oj nature. Now come hack to hed.” 

I have worked the matter out very carefully, and that 
is why I arn giving this ball. We cannot kill this coward 
out of hand by hiring some low assassin, for he is, after 
ff: * besides, in this confounded country," 

Hts Highness continued warmly^ ** you cannot fire a 
revolver without every policeman in the neighbourhood 
wanting to know why you did it. Therefore, the baU." 

What, are you going to fire revolvers off at our ball ? 
My^ love, are you sure that will be quite safe ? ” 

“ My idea is that the noise of the ball will screen the 
rattle of musketry. For that purpose I shall engage the 
most violent saxophone-player in the country. I have 
already taken advice on that point. The firing-party 
will, of course, be in the garden. So now, Ethelberta 
you understand why we must give this " 

“Oh, give your rotten ball!" said Her Highness 
sleepily. 


in 

The red carpet stretched from the doors of the great 
house in the walled garden to the broad pavement where 
South Street meets N orth Street and Grosvenor Square 
is but a step in the right direction ; and up the red carpet 
walked the flower of England’s quality and fashion and 
the loftiest dignitaries of the Church and Press. Came, 
•too, all the circumstance of diplomacy and the first among 
the burgesses. Decorations were worn. Art and litera- 
ture were represented only by a painter with a beard who 
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Mi forgotten to wear a tie, a young reporter with a boil 
m Ms neck, and a rugged novelist with a large circulation 
um liked hunting. Came, too, all the first actors of the 
day, talking about themselves to each other and thinking 
about each other to themselves. All the most intelligent 
young ladies of Society were present, murmuring hoarsely 
“to each other : " One really cannot understand how one can 
come to a party when one might he reading a book by Maurice 
Baringi* Fooilighi-favourites by Royal Appointment. 
Asiorias and Us band of the Loyalty Club were engaged 
to pky. The reception given to the honourable company 
in every way accorded with the ancient dignity of the 
Grand Duchy of Valeria. The guests passed between 
two lines of the Hussars of Death or Honour, brilliant in 
white uniforms with crimson facings, epaulettes of gold, 
and chaks of black gabardine lined with ermine, under 
the command of Baron Hugo von Musselsaroffsir. Cham- 
pagne by G. H. Mumm. 

Not among the last to arrive was my lord Viscount 
Quorn, a young nobleman whose handsome looks and 
plausible address were fated to be as a snare and a delusion 
to those who were not immediately informed as to 
his disordered temperament and irregular habits. Yet, 
alikmgh many a pretty young lady had lived to regret 
wUh burning tears the confidence she had been persuaded 
io misplace in that young gallanfs code of chivalry, not 
m man in England could be found to impugn my lord's 
honour ; for was he not renowned from Ranelagh to Meadow- 
hrmk for his incomparahk agility ; did not Australian 
cricket^s wince at the mere mention of the name of Quorn ; 

did any soldier present on the high occasion we tell 
of wear^ pinned across his breast braver emblems of ml- 
mnty in war? 

^ ^ Duke's ball came Us boon companion, 
Mr. Woodhouse Adams, a gentleman whose claim to the 
regwd Ms familiars was based solidly on the fact that 
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•ue 

he hirir a horse when he saw one ; yet so preat was hfs 
reserve that what he knew when he did not s t a Ioffe 
rcas a s,rret which Mr. Woodhouse Adams jfalZl 
from tven hts most intimate friends. ^ On this 
ociasUm, luwver as they walked up the red carhet to 
the open doors of the house in the walled garden Mr 

ff eet t- pf csentfy spoke to the following 

" If you ask my opinion, Condor, I think you are 
putUng your jaws into the lion’s head.” ^ 

h ‘ /-cmi Quorn, whose nickname took 

forJmtfhif''! <;f «</or/or reasons which are quite 

^ Ms story, that you mean I am putting mv 

ihis unfir ith 

/i .7 r o/P^^ying my respects to her 

* '* “ matrimonial entanglement” 

Ms frZff cried 

" Almost at otiee,” .said Lord Qnorn. 

Oarff J S::l7 Pd:‘‘‘“''‘ ““ “ 

F^ii are, imyf^ 

" Then / hare the honour, milard, to be (he bearer of 

rofmff'.frfi 'tr'^ fJ*’ ^ ^ doak- 

fOiUn,^ kaid Mr, Ufmdku$4s^ Adi4m$, 

I dUll fr M to the boy, ” that 

/ Shalt btg the honour of the prst dance with her” 

Milord, / go I ” said the page, and went. 
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“I don’t like that toy," said Mr. fl h.. A Jams. 

•'This note,” said Lord Quorn, " iu.uAs ku' rrry 
nearly.” 

” Good Lord f Condor, she doesn i tshiK» /».- f. ntvnvx 

from you already! Gad, my faiher uas ri when he 
told me on his death-bed nevir to Lwi a v iinuniUi! 
dealings with Royalty, His exact tawd^ Uiit : ' // 
four Greeks to get the better of a Jexv, thfce Jews /y deal 
with an Armenian, two Armenians io a SuA, and the 
whole damn lot together to withsiami ike skink !\\ju!iv 
in search of real-estate,* ** 

“ My friend, there is but a line in iki% i/Arr, vA / 
would not exchange this one line fof ad ike ’h 
of the poets. For in this one line** silked l,^ pJ 
** the Princess Baba tells me that she laves mr 

** No girl** gallantly admitkd his friend, van 
fairer than that.** 

It is certainly very encour aging,** said mv hpil, 

** Gentlemen* s cloak-room to ike rigM! “ mid a iiiiHsm 
of Death or Honour, 


** Thank you, we*ve been,** said Mr, Jdams, 

**This way, messieurs / said Harm Huga nm 
Mussdsaroffsir. ** His Highness ih HemiiUry' 

Duke of Valeria will receive you at the fmui id Ihe ** 
At the head of the stairs, indeed, His iiigkims tras 
recevuing his guests with all the cirmmsimKr if kmMiiv, 
He hm great state, this puissant prince kaJ \ri 
notably enriched the land of his fuikrs h m kffcic 

Li 

How do you do, Lord Quorn ? ** 

-oJSTi 1 3 , 
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“ l.oiJ tjmrn."^ Ills ni-husn conUaUy continued, "I 
aw realty tm<:J ^ua-.rd that you could accept my imila-^ 

ium/' 

Ytm Jp mf' mink homm, sir. And may I take 
a ikii yauf imiritsy lit stliriinn me fw an mviiuiion for 
fhkdly fHjovaldc bail is a sign of your gniciom 

jipgireness ? 

" mav, 1 ttfd {hu^rnJ* 

I'hen i kMt ike hommt, sir, ia dethre myself, without 
any reservi whaiwurr, ia be nmr UighnesYs'nmst obedient 
sefmni.** 

** And /, Mf, ’ said 3lf, Wathihtmsf Adams. 

** (ifHiirmeH/* \tiid iii\ Highness, ''yon are very 
kiudd* 

Fiiiir nmdr\efn\km, %ir, Imi paints our crudiiy / 
prokskd $nv bad, ** May i, htntnrr, further trespass 
im yam {nJutgemee by ashing in be aihwed io enroll my- 
self m ihe humhkd $mmng ytmr daughier's suitors 

IFr m« iiilk Hus maiitr tmi mare mmforiuMy,'* said 
!Ii% agfeeabiy, 'Un my study. Ho, there/ 

Hih pai0 i ** 

'* Alfrssr I *' 

** Condmi milord {Imrn and Mr. Woodimtm Eves to 
ffi^y simiy, and m to il that they have suitable rrfreshmtmt 
iami Qm^rn, I mil pdn ym md a mmnefd after 1 have 
ffidved Wiy gm %!%,** 

** !*m ml %me / like ikk bminessf* said Mr. 

Wtmdkipm%e Adams, m they foliimed the page through 
mmy kdh ami amMws to m distant pari of the /muse 
in the iftflW fiir*lr«. Th^ passed through marble halls 
fiiilfiifil wUk %irmdfr coiumm and crystal ftmnimm^ 
ihitfiigh mradr% 0amif$g irilA flamers in mses of Venetian 
gi*is%, hmf'dik kvmiwf lapmirim of the chase after falmlms 
bradi. Iff ia!-ki of saiinmmd and mMneis of ebony, jade, 
ami brmf miU ai iasi Ih^ mere mndmkd io a quiet- 
%reming doe»r, mm$ m wMkm than what 

II 
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appeared io be a regiment of Hussars of Death or Honour 
had pinioned their arms to thetr sides* 

This is outrage / cried my lord, with very cold eyes, 
** GenUemen, you are under arrest,” said an officer 
with monstachios, whose name the chronicler has tmfor- 
turuitely overlooked. 

Wdre under what? ” cried Mr, Woodhouse Adams, 

** And you will await His Highness's pleasure in Ihis 
mom,” said the officer with moustacMos, but he had no 
sooner spoken Hum the Duke entered, followed by a lean 
young o^er with pitiless eye,s. 

Altesse 1 saluted the Hussars of Death or Honour, 
Not so Lord Quorn. ” Sir,” cried he, ” this is outrage 
and assault on the persons of King George's subjects. 
Do you forget that you are in England, sir ? ” 

" Silence / thundered the officer with moustacMos, 

Silence be damned!” cried Mr, Woodhouse Adams, 
Your Highness, what can this piracy mean ? I wish io 
lodge a formal complaint.” 

“ Sir, take it as lodged,” said His Highness graciously ^ 
hut a was with lowered brows that he turned to address 
my lord. 

“ Lord Quorn,** said he, ” it was my first intention to 
have you shot like a dog. But I have suffered myself to 
he dissuaded from consigning you to that ignominious fate 
at the intercessiofi of ihis gentleman here. I present 
Captain Count Rupprecht Saxemilnden von Maxe- 
Middengrdfen." 

Oh, have a heart ! ** gasped Mr. Woodhouse Adams. 
But Lord Quorn, being a much-travelled gentleman, 
whose ears were hardened against the most surprising 
sounds, merely said, ** How do you do ? '* 

/'Such information, sir, is not for scum!” snapped 
ike Jean young officer with the pitiless eyes. 

Were 1 to hit you once,'* said Lord Quorn gently, 
mking at Mm as though he smelt so bad that he could 
12 : - 
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remi^ly undmii^nd r/iv ike it^siimm kid rf/med ia rtfmpf 
ktf^h fmdkrr mmid mii knazt you, li'm* / to hii 

you hui'f, %he would noi wani to. TMnk ii i)iTry 
** Your di/prcn(f% itiH som ke armny/jy sirrnly 
coniiutifd His HiyknrHS, *Ukmni Rakpruki hax very 
.prt^p^^ly br/pfo fnr reriuin rtitsims which yhe him ati 
UPiJunhtrd figM /i? hr ihe wyni t[f your dtdrmihm *fkf 
cour^f ihk niyjd, iuwd {hu^rn, shaii srr ynt m a 
iifud^kL And I riiii ifnh hopr ikai ynm hm^r sirntf Aiiw- 
^tiwdsmunship, for Rouni kuppmid SuifMumirn 
rfm Mum MMJmgru/fn is ikf /wsi Mtordsfmm of 

** / mav mid, Lt^rJ {hmm, kk tf$gtiprm^ni io l/if 
Piin^ish iiahi$ iriH hr ihrmoHv unmmmffj ImmfJmkiy 
a/ir^r your Mrtmffd, which a id iukr pkre m a eornrr 
of ikf pudniL 7 4il is alrrmiy arramgfii, Also w*«r 
iirtiik uiii hr muounffd f^r io ikf mdhoniin in «i saih- 
Jat^ofy time Mr, WtHhHumM ljr% will, no ihidd, mi 
us your sfanui, / u ili mm' ifurf you Ufiiii such iime 
us ikf kt!i h ai iis kdiihi, when ihnr uiU he link change 
fj/ iiWY (if fjtrd\ btmg disif.hkl hy ikf fifui of sird 
in ikf gmdm, ;\ii irviai* mih^Ki, Ymt uRi vd find ikui 
io Jt/hnrff u maid is n dangrrom iftwi, i^ouni Mispprfcki, 
ymir ^rrn to 0u toi/l rm i *' 

** ** Siiiiiifd ihf iltUAiifi of I'kulh or Homm, 

** And wkal rf " %ighfj Mr, Wmdkmxf 

** ill imw to kili ikui tmyg suiJ lord (tof-rfi Ikoughi- 
/uliy. 


ir 

T7if itow# »vi« ni‘* \fi ill ifi fn ri fmkus : ih^ d mgerM 
hmi Mmtdy ypift nujgimg tiuh Aker ikf foiiw lii p^ini 
their riw'|ii^ toil#i «>/ ike ia}m of §md king £dtmfd: 
ilwMmfi M m4 kng ru kinging iouM/mi 
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limericks with jaded dexterity : when the following events 

penetrating to a secluded conservatory leading 
from' a corner of the hall-room might have espied a young 
My diiing at her ease on a bench of cedarwood beneath 
ihe dusty and unbalanced-looking growth which is sold 
in dviUsed countrrs as a palm-tree. The languid yotmg 
lady's air was that of one who is forlorn, of one who is 
sad, of one who is so bored, yet decidedly that of one wim 
who would not for worlds have her dolour interrupted by 
the general run of humanity, such as perspire without 
suavity and go poking their tedious noses into corners of 
bail-rooms, saying : “ 1 say, mill you dance ? I say, do 
dance ! '' Woe and woe to such youths, for they shall 
instantly he answered by the magical words, Missing 
three f and their persons shall he enveloped in forgetful- 
ness for ever, 

Secme in her solitude behind a screen of plants and 
flowers, mr young lady had quite evaded the eye of even 
the most relenUess dancer, bid for the whisper of her white 
dress through the leaves. It should further he noted tJmt 
not onC' among all the flowers in that flaming conservatory 
was more beautiful than the flowers of Cartier, Lacloche, 
Boucheron, and Janesich, which graced the young lady's 
detda forearm in the guise of bracelets of diamonds, 
■emaalds, black onyx, pink pearls, and sapphires, all 
wroughi upon pktirmm in divers tender designs. Her 
throat was unadorned hut for a double rope of pearls, 
while ^ tmo, captive emeralds wept from the tips of her ears^ 
B ^ hair was tawny, and it glittered like a swarm of bees, 
for her eyes, they were more than adequate to every 
occmim, men being what they are. 

Bid no sudden intruder could have been more surprised 
to see ike Princes Baba sitting alone^fot U was she-^ 
t^n was the Princess Baba herself to see, by the merest 
hazard of a glance over her shoulder, the curious phenomenon 
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af ili4' hands, iki ff/i, and ihe» permn of a young 
f/nilotnaft Mmstif inio ilm premises through one 

of ihr ums.rvuietv tiindmrs. 

Shf uihf trifd : ** Oh / 

ifftfUiirr said Mmuiking tlcrjjiing iukmiihmmi, 
crmfumm, and gfifi ; trhiit his uppearame was notably 
iierviJ of ihui air af ralni tehiok Is ike mark of your perfect 
rtfjff or pkilosophrr, 

” Writ ! siiid ihf l^'^incfss Ikdm, To come in by 
ike ttitf / 

mid ihf viPtipr* fienileman. ** Sorry J* 

** Sir, II Ill'll r,iii ihi\ movt f li is md by saying * sorry * 
ibai ime eu used for koine heaking / *' 

MadiimT beiffyd ihe ym$ik, **tmnd you pkme allow 
me io etghiin 

** Ami he aifls me *nhhiam*i'' sieheJ ike Princess 
liaki ndiii uxaHvie Sdae i ask you, young wmn, do I 
loi>k like ii ' maJam * ? “ 

He %aiil : *’ V*m L-ok illtine. You are beautifulP 

*\4iiriii!ipi I may kef* mW Urn ytmtig Primess, ** bud 
bfiiuiifiil, HU, for, inoh ai li uhiih way y cm like, Pve 

II iunieJ tip mo,fd* 

** IF# iire all as made usf* sigkei ifw young genik- 
nmn. 

** ilv no mfM-mP* said iiie Prime$% Balm, ** far some 
pfopk fir# e/mrming and stme mr§ mi, ami whai does 
fkd kmm^ of fSiirm P ii Im drmd/ui io im mmke &l nigki 
thinking iLii f»mi imk% charm* Yei the vmrd is mmxm^ 
muih m mmimied in ike BMeP* 

A% far ihf IliWr/' irilil ike yomg gmUeman, U h 
miwmiay% ihf fa^khm among rith mm io $ay ihai ii makes 
the mu^\i idiffaful feakng in iJtr world* iVr/mps one day 
I shall kme ihe iiia# l#i rrad ii iM* ffi fJi# msanwMh, 
iriitv i Ai dtnrn P** 

” Hill iM% Is mmi umsml f ** fried ike young Prirmss* 
*'• It ri4»if ki fi hili ikmugk a mimdm i MBy ! mk, me 
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V#ii a burglar ? You certainly do not look like a burglar, 
"Explain yourself, sir / " 

I am a poor writer” quoth our young friend. We, 
of course, knew that. But the Princess Baba was surprised, 

pretesting : — 

“O/i, come, that must be nonsense! For, firstly, 
you are rather a dear, and so you canH be poor ; aftd, 
secondly, you are quite well dressed, and so you can't be 

a urikr.” 

" Your nonsense suits my nonsense,” said the young 
gerdleman, ” Thank you.” 

Know, Sir Author, that I am the Princess Baba of 

Valeria,” 


He rose and knelt and said : ** Princess ! What 
have^ I done I ” 

” Rise, my friend. Men no longer need to kneel to 

Royalty. ” 

“ Princess, what shall I say ? Oh, what have I done ? 
How can I apologise for this intrusion ? ” 

The young Princess cried : “ Why, here is an idea ! 
You might begin by kissing my hand. I assure you that 
is quite usual. But oh, my friend, you must please 
mi kiss my hand while you are kneeling! That will 
never, never do, for a man who is kneeling before a woman 
has her at a great disadvantage. Provided, of course, 
that ike woman has a temperament. 1 am, unfortunately, 
fuU^ of temperament. My father is very worried about mL” 
Princess, this is mi the first time I have kissed your 
hand,” 


j 'j ^ Bala, and the young writer 

did m ^ pari like a man and a cavalier, whereupon she 
smd : * Ym Mve a very preUy way of kissing a lady's 

W, Sk Aidhor. And I had been told it was a lost art 

in England 

i” our fathers, 

Princess. Youth h just re-dtscovering thent.” 
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Young man,** said the Princess severely, “ do you 
think it quite wise to he so full of self-confidence as all 
that ? ** 

“ Princess, forgive me ! But I am so poor that I 

have to he full of what costs me least,** 

And may I ask what was that idiotic remark you just 
made about this not being the first time yoti have kissed 
my hand ? Why, you had never so much as set eyes on 
me until a moment ago I ** 

I have kissed your hand in a dream” said the young 
writer gravely, and then he told how one afternoon he had 
seen her hand and in her hand a flower, and how he had 
woven such a weh of romance about that hand and flower 
that he had never a wink of sleep from night to night. 
But you must sleep 1 ** cried the young Princess. 
" Oh, dear, and so you are miserable, too ! Ah, the misery 
of vain desire ; and oh, the misery of delight cut short / 
But you certainly must get some sleep to-night. You canH 
be allowed to go about kissing women* s hands as prettily 
as you do and getting no sleep for your pains. Now wait 
here a few moments while I go and get you some aspirin.** 

But the youth dissuaded her, asking her how she could 
have the heart to put an aspirin between them when he 
had dared all the legal penalties for trespass for the sake 
of speech with her, nay, even for sight of her. 

** Well, I think you are very bold,** sighed she, but he 
humbly protested that never was a man less bold than 
he by ordinary, hut that the fires of chivalry had burned 
high in him od sight of her hand at the window, for, said 
he, could any but an unhappy heart sit with a hand 
drooping out of a window on the only sunny afternoon of 
an English summer? 

“ There is certainly something in that,** said the young 
Princess, and then she told him how miserable she was 
and how miserable she must always he, for her heart was 
engaged in a battle with superior odds. And she 
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Mm sii beside her on the bench of cedar-wood, telling Mm 
cf her father and mother and the gay Court of Valeria, 
^ which is so gay/' she said, ''that some of the most 
respectable ladies of the Court are goaded into getting 
ihemsdves divorced just for the sake of the peace and quiet 
of being declassee/' 

she told how it was to this Court that one fine 
day there came an English lord with the very best intro- 
i^ims and such very excellent white waist-coats for 
evening wear as were the envy of every cavalier in 

Vderia, 

Like this one of mine ? " asked the young gentleman, 
for is he a proper man who will not belittle another by 
dammtg an equal degree of eminence in the sartorial 

abyss ? 

“ That is not the point/* said the Princess Baba, " but 
point is that my Lord Quorn, for such was my lover's 
name, was the handsomest man 1 ever saw, and I loved 
Mm and he loved me, and I lost him and he lost me. That 
may seem a very reasonable combination of events to you, 
are young and cynical, but to me it was a matter of 
the idmosi wretchedness. My friend, know that this English 
bri had to fly for his life, for a jealous lady of the Court 
had gme to my parents saying he had seduced me," 

" Jfe Imr ! " cried our hero. 

" Oh, it was quite true! " sighed the Princess Baba. 

" The cad! ” cried our hero. 

I can't agree with you," said the Princess Baba. 
"I adore him. I adore Mm. I adore him. And oh, 

I am $0 very unhappy / '' 

Ee.mse and knelt and said : "Princess, mayn't I be 
of use ? Can't I help you ? Please command me, 
for I would die for you." 

"At this very moment," she sobbed, " he is very 
pr^Uy either dead or dying, for how can he hope to 
mmve a dud with the best swordsman of Valeria, 



Frohgm 

Ctmni Rupprecki Saxemunden tmf$ Mure- 

HtldefK7^lfrn 

it ceptiit^iy dik^H scmnd miher impmkRdeP' said ike 
mih dismdiiy. 

Ami i-r/irii 1 / is a!l rnrr and my lm*tr Im dnuL Ak, 
n 0 can / nen sav ii f my hdraikt! Ms mnrJmr udii 
f fi^rfUidiy 

“ iriiiif, V0II art mdiHiliy ia matry a nmn mdlh a name 
kfikdi'* 

** 1'Vk, isnd ii iirmdful i ** stSked the Primrss Haka^ 
hfreiifnm ike vawm y/nfltman $tf%f and hituki htpae 
r wiik rtspnifkl dftrrmiphdimK iiul he /nr 

ndii net i^rar Ike iJe^i fi/ her miinvim^ (^^nui 

appmhi (hni kn ,ws uihii t'tm IVhat md^ ami wautd 
\trejt>re dip aii in his paar^ in pffsrrre life in the ptfsim 
^ Ijird {Hii 0 Pt, ^dnre ihe himr ua% sn deii^hiful M /irr, 

*' i*Vif even ai fhr fisk af vnut dikpleasareA' said 
'if liffth i fniiKi ieil Till, {^fifieesi, tkai I tike ym* 
'{^kiftiliy, iind hhiiil nttrr agnifi kmiu detii^hiimi in %mtr 
resemek' 

** NiHP ViPU are making* tt;*re in «i krenkiffg 
iiifidly cpifd ikr /ViH»ru iirP^ .1, ” ihi^ is ehivuipy / "* 
** .i'*rin€fssR %aui he /irmlw *' i dn imi mee it k» myself 
I a%.k fms III make a tkde if ike {aii iha! 1 tme y ms . And 
in hemusf i hve Vtm l/wil I wiU da ail in my fmaer 
I save Lord 

** |l«4 §tiy frimiP'* said mM, wdii ttty wide eym, 
kmtetw tfiH it^ii mma^ie ihai ? ** 

** I am jmd thinking, Prirnttm. IM %MM tm, wkiis 
mn ikinkimy dame^P** 

** irii*il, U'aiilJ k§w «w dmm whik w$y tm$ Itei 
leediniy^ *1 had Ihiatgki my eanfiJenei mm placed im 
mere *#s Irr^l4#filiw.f mind! Ah, Ihim : ah, Imk ! ** 
Imt udlii ii iff Ike Primeem kre msik IM pkmues ihai 
i'remrJ Ike imnemdory tdad^mn mnd Imtk Imked dimn 
dik e%y% $f ii«rf»r mi ike figmiM grmped in lA# garden 
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below. Within, the rout was at its height and the saxo- 
phone eivif raised its frightful cry to the glory of the gods 
of Africa, Without, was silence and the ring of steel. 

“ Oh, I can't hear it, hut I can't bear it ! ” sobbed the 
young Princess, holding a cry to her hps with a hand- 
kerckief plaintive with scent. The antagonists in the 
dark garden were plain to see, the whiteness of their vests 
moving dimly in the darkness / and the tall figure of Lord 
Qiiorn was seen to be forced back against a tree-trunk, 
so that there could be no doubt but that he must presently 
he run through. 

Oh, have I to watch him die!*' cried the young 
Princess, and mas suddenly made to stare incredulously 
(it the youth beside her, for he had whispered in accents of 
triumph : — 

“ By Heaven, Fve got an idea, a marvellous idea / 
Y(yu want to be Jnppy, Princess ? Then come with me ! 
Come, we wiU dance through the crowd to the door and 
then we will see about my plan." 

" But what is it, what is it, why do you keep me in 
such suspense ? Ah, you are cruel I ” sighed the Princess 
Baba, " Bui you certainly do dance very well. Oh, how 
1 kve dancing / When I was very young I used to dream 
that I would like to he loved by a fairy prince with finger- 
nails of lapis-lazuli, but lately I have dreamed that I 
would like to be an exhibition dancer in a night-club. 
Bui are you sure this is the nearest way to the door ? It 
is so very crowded that I can't see it, but how well you 
guide, almost as well as you kiss a ladfis hand ! But 
quick, quick, to the door / " 

^ I am doing my best, Princess, guiding you through 
It is amazing how generously middle-aged 
people dance these days, denying their elbows and feet to 

one who comes near them," 

“Bid my lover dies~the door, the door!” cried the 
Princess Baba. 
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** And hy Heaven, through it / ** 

** And now your plan ! 

Ah, you may well ask / laughed ouf hero, 

V 

The tall figure of Lord Quorn lay crumpled and inert 
where he had fallen against the tree-trunk. Only his eyes 
retained the magic gift of life, and they looked upon the 
scene with sardonic resignation. Who shall describe what 
thoughts then passed through the dying gallant* s mind ? 
He was mortally wounded. 

Count Rupprechi lay stretched on his hack a few yards 
away, the grass about hint soaked with the blood that 
flowed from his pierced lung. He was dead. Above 
htm stood the Duke, silently, Mr. Woodhouse Adams 
was on his knees beside his dying friend. 

You got him, anyhow,** said he, He* ll never know 

Christmas from Easter again,** 

** Fluke,** sighed Lord Quorn, ** 1 always had the 
luck,** 

'' Luck, do you call it,** cried his friend, “ to he killed ! ** 

** It is better to be killed than to die** said Lord Quorn 
faintly. 

His Highness called grimly : : ** Ho, there I Ho, 
fpage ! ** 

“Altessel" 

chaplain instantly,** 

** Pester me with no priests, sir, I beg you t ** cried 
the wicked Lord Quorn, ** I was born without one, I 
have lived without one, 1 have loved without one, and I 
can damn well die without one,** 

" Then has death no terrors for you, Lord Quorn ? ** 
Why, sir, I go to meet my Maker with the best 
heart in the world! I have lived a perfectly delightful 
life in the best possible way. Can Paradise show a more 
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LQfmimmate acMevemeni ! Or must one have been bored 
to death in this world to win eternal life in the next ? 

Then, pagef grimly said His Highness, go tell 
ike Princess Baba the issue of the duel. Do not spare 
ike truth. Count Rupprecht lies dead in defence of her 
honour and the honour of Valeria ; and Lord Quorn will 
shortly he answering to God for his sins. And further 
ieU ike Princess that she is permitted to say farewell to 
lover. Begone ! 

Thank you very much** sighed Lord Quorn. 

Bid the page was not gone above a moment before he 
was returned, saying breathlessly : — 

'' Ait^se, 1 bear this message from the Platinum-Stick- 
in-WaUing. The Princess Baba was seen leaving the 
house a few minutes ago in a hired vehicle, and with her 
was a young gefitleman with an unknown face and utterly 
daoid^ of decorations. Her Highness left word behind 
her with ike attendant of the Gentleman* s Cloak-Room to 
the effect that she could so little bear to await the issue of 
a dud in which her heart was so deeply engaged that she 
had^ eloped with om who would understand her grief,** 

" Good ! ** sighed Lord Quorn into the livid silence, 
What*s that you say ? ** snapped the Duke, 

1 was merdy thanking my God, sir, that I die at Iasi 
cmnmced^of the truth of what I have always suspected, 
Umi mimng m this world means anything at alV* 

Except, of course, dogs and horses,** said Mr. Wood- 

enough for the end 
^ is called 

« Prologue and hm> 
^ \ to sit out so improbable a 

Aft f <^«>”^P^nmeKt of a Viennese waltz ? 

As for our hero and his darling, there are naturallv 

n they had in each othir'. 

ter. jor there was no mon^ in it; but with 
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imiii hi. ,mjr mtulti sdiing the dory of hot 

do foment Jur make a fnusmd enmiidy they opened a 
ftijdiiiiifh in Sipum adlfd 

N.imr, and iireJ hu^ reer afier^ ike whilom lYineeHS 

milking ii iyfiii j^r her seif a a dancer, for i;he 

was aii kys ana ami her dep usm as litd^i as her 

kurMer mid her kn^hier was us light as ihe'^aealh of 
hr os 

Jpi iOnelustoH^ mav he who is siiil young eHoanJi and 
siiiv fUiUigk io /iiny iold this tale he sopue day foupul toiaihy 
to hf Vimeksafed ikit wMek will mule him, tod live happily 
fiiP after in fMe ami good will mih hh heart, his ludm 
mhi h$% feiiotps ; ami may ihr like good fortune aim hfall 
Mhh yrndhs ami maidens m, turning aside fa a mimuaii 
ihe reaiiiies aj life, shall read this Imok^ 
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1 

a "' TALKING of dogs, no one will deny that 

^ dogs make the best, the dearest, and the 
I® most faithful companions in the world. 
^ No one will deny that even very small clogs 
have very large hearts. No one will deny 
that human beings are as but dirt beside dogs, even 
very small dogs. No one will deny that all dogs, large 
or small, are more acceptable to the Lord than foxes, 
rats, or Dagoes. That is, if the Lord is a gentleiiKm* 
No one can deny that. No one, anyhow, dares deny 
that Xet us be quite candid. A man who does not 
glory in the companionship of dogs is no fit mate 

M 




A Romance in Old Brandy 

for any woman. That is what Valerest said. A woman 
who glories in nothing else bnt the companionship of 
a dratted little beast with two unblinking black eyes 
is certainly no fit mate for any man. That is wlxat 
Valentine thought. 

Valentine and Valerest were sat at dinner. Valerest 
was the name of Valentine’s wife, and she was a nice 
girl. A pretty maid waited on them. Valentine and 
Valerest were silent. The pretty maid left them. 

Valerest said : " Any man who does not like dogs is 
no fit mate for a woman.” 

Valentine thought as above. 

” I really don’t see,” said Valerest bitterly, why you 
are so sulky this evening.” 

Sulky ! Ye gods and little fishes, to be moved by a 
profound and sorrowful anger — and to be called ” sulky I ” 
O God of words and phrases, O Arbiter of tempers and 
distempers, to sit in silent dignity and resignation — 
and to be called ” sulky 1 ” Verily, what a petty thing 
one word can make of martyrdom ! Wherefore V^entine 
raised his voice and said : ” I am not sulky.” 

” Well,” said Valerest, ”you needn’t shout.” 

Valentine said : ” I never shout.” 

A situation was thus created. The pretty maid 
came in with the sweet in the middle of it. Valentine 
a.nd Valerest were silent. Mr. Tuppy was not. Mr. 
TTuppy said Yap 1 ” Mr. Tuppy lay on a mouldy old 
cushion, and the mouldy old cushion lay on a chair, 
and the chair was beside Valerest. Dear Mr. Tuppy, 
sweet Mr. Tuppy ! Tuppy was a Chinaman, Tuppy 
vvas a dog. 

”The pretty darling, the mother’s tiny tot I ” sighed 
Valerest. ” And does he want his dinner then, the 
laother's rabbit ? ” 

Yap I ” said Mr. Tuppy. 

” Isn’t he a darling I ” cried Valerest. 

M.F. 
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“ Charming.” said ValQitine. 

" WeU." said Valerest, " you areii t very gay to- 

nisht. I do think 1 ” , . , , 

It could be asked, need Valerest have sanl that ? 
Again it could be asked, need Valeivst have sanl that 
brightly? Valentine, at that monunt, upi'eand tu be 
engaged in spearing a boiled cherry, which forme.! part 
of a fruit-salad. It would not a[>{H*ar, therelore, tliat 
Valentine was engaged on anything very impottant. 
Indeed, there wiU not be wanting those tu say that 
Valentine's attention might well have Ik-cu 
to something more "worth while" (an American 
phrase meaning money) than e\'en the nn.st iml.thle 
fruit-salad. They will be wrong. For th.nu is .i tinu; 
in every one’s life when even the most hnnuiy fniii- 
even one unspiced with Kirsi'.h or li.ju.-ur, can he 
of such moment that everything elw. must, for that 
time, go by the board. Therefore it must at muv K; 
apparent to even the most impatient r.uder fh.it Thr 
Romance in Old Bratidy must be ddayeil for at ie:i.st 
another paragraph while impartitil inquiiv is nia.k* 
into the fruit-salad of Valentine V.Tiion Ch.unbms. 

Ever since he was so high Valent ine wotihl iilways 
eat a fruit-salad according to certain laws of preredeta c. 
Not for worlds would he have admitted it, but that is 
how it was. He liked the chunks of pineapple best, 
so he kept the chunks of pineapple to the hist. Straw- 
berries he liked next best, if they weren’t too slojipy, 
so they came one but last. As for grapes in n fiuit 
salad, they are slippery and sour, and Valent irse thought 
it was no fit place for tliem. After strawbei rim. he w.is 
partial to cherries. While first of till he would demolish 
the inevitable hits of banana. Cream he never took 
with a fruit-salad. 

It will therefore be seen that, as he was then only 
at the beginning of the cherry strata, the fruit-saluli 
a6 
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future of Valentine Vernon Chambers was one of 
exceptional promise. But it was not to be. Even as 
Valerest spoke, brightly, he couldn't help but cast one 
furtive look at the chunks of pineapple. Nor were 
the strawberries sloppy. But queer depths were moving 
in him that evening. From the chunks of pineapple 
he looked across the table at his wife, and Valerest 
saw that his blue eyes were dark, and she was afraid, 
but did she look afraid ? Valerest, oh Valerest ! 

Yap 1 " said Mr. Tuppy. 

There, there ! " said Valerest, and she kissed Mr. 
Tuppy, and Mr. Tuppy loved it. 

By Heaven, that dog ! " snapped Valentine. 

Valerest said : “ That's it I Vent your bad-temper 
on poor little Mr. Tuppy ! " 

Valentine looked at Valerest. 

" I see," said Valentine quietly. Very quietly. Oh, 
I see ! " 

And worse. Much worse. Very quietly. 

I suppose you think," said Valerest, " that because 
I'm your wife you can say anything you like to me. 
'You're wrong." 

" I think," said Valentine, " that because you're my 
wife you ought to behave like my wife. And I'm 
right." 

And then he left the room. And then he left the 
laouse. And then the house was very still. 

Valerest, ^sitting very straight in her chair, heard 
t:lie front-door slam. She listened. Through the open 
window behind her came the sound of manly footsteps 
rnarching away down South Street. She listened. 
Away the footsteps marched, away. Then a taxi 
screamed, and the incident of the manly footsteps was 
closed for ever. 

" Well, that's that 1 " said Valerest. 

" Yap 1 " said Mr, Tuppy. 
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’• Mother’s rabbit 1 ” said Valercst ab-^nitly. 

" Mr. Tuppy,” said Valerest suddenly. “ tlUH ran’t 
go on. ’ You know, this can't go on." 

“ Yap 1 ” said Mr. Tuppy. 

“I’m not a chattel,” said Valerest. "To he 
just as a man likes. I will not be a chattel. 

The pretty maid came in. 

Valerest said : “ Come along, Mr. Tuppy. I've got 
a headache. Bed.” 


ii 

Valentine walked. Wlien he had been walk i tig for 
some time he realised that he was siehit'ving t he iiii- 
possible in combining an excess of motive janver wifli 
a minimum of progress, for he foutul himself v/.ilkitig 
in a direction exactly oppostsl to that in who h his 
destination lay. He corrected this, and presmith' stWHi 
before a house in Cadogan Gardens. 'I'he Ikhim-s in 
Cadogan Gardens wear a gentle and sontnvful air, uiid 
Valentine grew more depressed tlian ever. 

Now, years before, his guardian had siiid : " There 
may come a time, Valentine, when soniethhig happens 
to you about which you will think it iinpo.isildr that 
any one can advise you. But you may be witnig in 
thinking that. Try me then, if you care to." 

Valentine’s parents had died when he was very 
young, in one of those marvelknLsIy com[»lete jirrideitts 
arranged by any competent story-teller whrii he 
simply must deprive a child at one blow of a mother's 
love and a father’s care, Valentine’s parents, In.wevit, 
had in some measure protested agrunst tlmir sittiuh 
taneous fate, and Valentine's mother had livial long 
enough after the accident to appoint Mr. I^apwiug 
her boy's sole guardian. Mr. Lapwing was the jsrniut 
partner of the city firm of Lapwing & Lawcrlot, 
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^ wealthy, a widower, and 

5 readily be understood that he eagerly 
accepted the trosL Although when it is said that he 
accepted the trust it is not to be implied that Mr. 
Lapwing tried to take a "father’s place" with the 
^PWing, like so many childless men, knew 
all about his place with any boy. He was without 
one theory as to education, but acted merely on a vague 
idea that the relations between parents and children 
Victorian one of shaming the joy out 
01 children or the Georgian one of encouraging the joy 
into vulgarity, had gotten the world into more trouble 
than anything in history since the fall of Lucifer from 
Paradise, 


On this evening, twenty-four years after he had first 
entered the house in Cadogan Gardens, Valentine stood 
(juite a while before the door and wondered how he" was 
to put It. It, you understand, was very difficult to 
put. ^ A disagreement between a man and his wife 
remains indissolubly a disagreement between a man 
and his wife, and only a man or his wife may solve 
It. Indeed, Valentine had already solved It. He 
detested compromise. A divorce was, undoubtedly, 
indicated. Undoubtedly. So rmdoubtedly, indeed, 
that Valentine would not have dreamed of putting It 
to Mr. Lapwing at all had he not thought himself 
bound in honour to ask his guardian’s advice "when 
something happens to you about which you will tbiok 
it impossible that any one can advise you.” 


ni 


Mr. Lapwing was cracking a nut. He said gloomily 
“ Hallo, Valentine I Did you ring up to say 
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tiviT iiu- whik I 

it onr i)f thfiSJ! 


yx)u were coming round? I didn't g*-t t!u* mt» 
came,” said Valentine, 

Mr. Lapwing said: "I see. Well, Mt diiwn, sit 
down 1 I don’t want you towering 
am trying to digest my food. Or is 
impulses you have to stand up to r 

Valentine said: "If you really w.ul to 
don't care if I never sit down again. Hut 
only to show how well you've hronght nn 
" Now I don’t want any cheek,” .said Mr. 

"Cheek!” said Valentine, and he l.iuglnd, .iiid the 
way he laughed caused Mr. i-apwing to look sharply 

up at him. . .,r, , 

“ Cheek 1 ” said Valentine. If you knew m much 
about cheek as I do, sir, you would think 1 talking 


kttiae, I 
1 ut!l, if 
up.” 

L.tpwiiig. 


like a courtier.” 

“ Oh, sit down, sit down 1 ” .Siiid Mr, Lapwing. 

Now a gentleman caOed Mr. Lapwing lun neither 
need nor merit any further description. Mr. Lapwing 
looked in no way different from the way that a Mr. 
Lapwing should look. Thin, tiresome, bald, Iwring, 
gouty, gloomy. We see him for the tirst time at that 
end of his dinner when he would sit a while at the table 
and stare with conscious absent-mimiedness into .space, 
after the manner of any English gentleman who i.s not 
averse from a drop of old brandy tiftor his ineals. Mr. 
Lapwing’s was an old-world pdate, ami Iw enjoyed 
above all things a drop of old brandy. 

The dining-room of the house in Gtclogaii Gardens 
was large, austere, dim. From where Valeiuine »t at 
the_ oval polished table, in the light of the four candlw 
which played in shadovra about his guardian's thin, Hmsl 
face, the severe appointments of the room were m 
though seen through a dark mist. Mr. Lapwing was 
not only a cormoisseur of polite stimulants but was 
30 
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Ittnnvii ni;iny (UmIits as a (ormidahU- coliccfor of 

< i\nns rfrttiiigs; ;imt fht» mmhm uf tlw‘ 

i* iimTil sil Valt^iiliuf frnui 
flit' iiiiii walls ii% tht‘v iiiii^ht «t!fl murkii^g fritinis 

Mr. taimiiii: ^aiii ftliMnuilv: *' Port, ValmtiiTe? 

C li slnirv / '* 

*' lii.iialv/' *ai‘l V4!rntin«% 

ftir twiv!*' S4nl ^!i. I.apwinit ** iMiiinlaiii 1 
W iioir liir vi’ii, iiiati i C)|i, tlii’ir ymi arr I fiivt* the 

I n fV !-4tiiir 

Ml, Lapwing w.i- oUl «aioi4;!i, hut loitnifatn wii% 
olilri, thr thnmv\% lit* tu iho 

ifOuiiiril Inmnidm w,i% unv olil. Mr. La|m4iiK «iiii : 
* ^ i Ht away, toniif.iiii, WV iloitf waul you, Tli<* liraii«l>% 

ill y*‘ut I'Ihuw/' 

Tliatik Volt,*’ vu»! \\i frill 

** Thi! ilifloiiiiir Irtwrrii t«*rt' and hraiicly/^ mrid 
>fr. Piiimiii^ |,tluotinlv, h that it h nut mniMml to 
I Mini’ mil *1 lull ul tint if i\ daiiumi imuHiial 

f *1 Uikf iiioir M til Hr.iiitlv ai unv liirwd* 

*’ Mi«i Vairntinr, m tin* Inaiidy/* 

Mr. l.ajiwing laid diai ply : ‘'That m v^ry fine 
Inaiiilv,** 

** (kwiiI I ** i*ii«! Valfiiliiie, 


rv 

Talfiitirif a! k#l umtk mi rnd In tW miitterinif 
lit Willi wlik li li<f Ibiil iii«l 111 |iiit Idiifr lib Kiiiirilian 
t ill* Ilf ill life dttftgfrriiiriit that btdwrril 

1 iiii4 \*iilrfrit. Mr. tifiWirtl lib hriiiifly, 

t ti’fr fi'itiii I fie iiiisif, sfifi llKH^IitfwUy truik a Him cir 
ahnilt llw 

Writ I ** «id ¥Al«illae 

3i, 
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«I” said Mr. Lapwiin: hIwoh'Iv. " •;.*» tril y'>n .x 



WiSl ffid that I could toll y.ni a mu, h Intm, ,s,„,y 
^yours. I meant, natuudly. Hud in. si...v i. ..n„. 
^ete, whereas yours, you will agu • . u- .n. >. ! l.ii fnr.i, 

*^VMmtine muttcnxl sonicthiiiH hw .j iitP 

complete enough for him. hut 

sharplv was: “Here, im nwte of ih.d l.i.»it.h . Hat 
brandy is too good to swim in. Hm d v- u w.uu lu g.-t 
drunk, I wiU ring for wnirn wdiiskv. 

"I don’t want to get drunk, smti i"! \ ainitu.e. 
“Good boy I" saiil Mr. Lipwinj: \.«ku.!v, and. 
continued pacing up and down fhr dim, Imig !,«.m 
while Valentine sat still ami thought ut hi-. ja>t lift- 


and found it rotten. 

Suddenly Mr. Lapwing said, in ih.u nm.uu.elv 
exact way of his which .vus never t-s.itX ; \ un, 

Valentine, are twenty-nine y«u.s Valrte;.! is 

twenty-two ’’ 

" Four,” said Valentine, 

“Very well. And you have Ixvn nuim.-«l just over 

three years ’’ 

“ Nearly five,” sighed Valentine. 

"Very weU. You, Valentine, w. nt a child. 
however, does not want a child just yii, V>»i» .ugti- 
ment is a sound one: that if parents wait l«** long 
before their children are bom, by the time the « hiidu-n 
grow up the parents will be too old to share any ‘4 their 

interests and pleasures " 

"That’s right,” said Valentine wurly. *' V.ih'jist 
and I will be a pair of old dodderers by tire ttoe they're 
of age.” 
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VaJeSt— " ^ argument Whereas 

Valentine snapped : “ She doesn’t even trouble to 
ar^e. She ]ixst sits and grins 

" Exactly. She is much too deeply in the wrong to 
argue. When nations are too deeply in the wrong 
to argue they call on God and go to war. When women 
in the wrong to argue they sit and grin. 
And I dare say that the way you put your arguments 
giv^ Valerest plenty to sit and grin about.” 

"My God,” said Valentine, "don’t I try to be 
reasonable 1 ” 

" Listen,” said Mr. Lapwing, and then he told Valen- 
tine that he had been married twice. Valentine was 
amazed. He had not known that. 

Mr. Lapwing said : "I was very young when I 
married my first wife. Even younger than you, although 
even then I knew a good brandy from a poor one. And 
I was very much in love. As, if you will not thinV an 
old man too ridiculous, I am still. Of course, she is 
dead now/' 

Valentine was listening with only half a mind. He 
had still to get over his surprise that his guardian 
had been married twice. There are some men who look 
as though they simply could not have been married 
twice. They look as though one marriage would be, 
or had been, a very considerable feat for them. Mr. 
Lapwing looked decidedly like that : he looked, if you 
like, a widower : but decidedly not like a widower 
multiplied by two 

Mr. Lapwing was saying, from a dim, distant comer 
of the room : “In those days I was a very serious 
young man. I took love and marriage very seriously. 
And when we had been married a couple of years I 
discovered in myself a vehement desire to be a father : 
a natural enough desire in a very serious young man, 
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My wife, however, was younger than I : loved 

the life of the country and the town, f)f ihi^ day aid 
of the night, of games and dances. You what 1 

mean?'' 

Valentine snapped : ''Don't If Jnst like 
"Exactly. At first," said Mr. hafnvini'^, ami hk 
face as he slowly paced up and downjlitt clini 
would every now and then be quite lost in tht‘ sltad- ws, 
"At first, I indulged her. To tell y<'ui tin* tnifli, f was 
very proud of her service at tennis, li«*r huudirap at 
golf. But there are limits." 

"There are," said Valentine. " Va!ert*sl i?i ulirarly 
in training for Wimbledon next year, and T fiNpr a 
tennis-ball gets up and shingles lur ejahtslit***. Aul 
she's got to 6 at golf. Pretty good for a kid wlm loeb 
as though she hadn't enough muscle to play a f.r^ gaiuf 
of ludo. But that's right about t!u*re lauiig hunts, 
There limits I And I've, ivadu'd them." 

"Exactly," agreed Mr. Lapwing's dim v<ticf^ tu4i\ 
the distance of the room. "I hati re;mlivil tlnnii fmi, 
Valentine. And, I am afraid, I grew to he rafht r iiin 
pleasant in the home— as you, no <l<niht, air with 
Vderest One's manner, you know, isidt Sfiiiiciiuie^ 
the less unpleasant for being in the right." 

Valentine said: "I don't know af>oiit plrasmif or 
.unpleasant. But a fellow must stick to his 
^ "Guns?" said Mr. Lapwing . vaguely. " Wrri* m 
tafcng of guns ? " 

I merely said, sir, that one stick fci Pile's, 
guns, 

^ " Of course, yes I ■ Decidedly one must stick In 
guns. Very proper. Well, Valentine* I tun murk In 
' thouglit they were nPiHi 

^ yo^g wife and l grew to disagree quite viplriittv 

mv out-and-about to reiiring 

y en V until one day, after a more Ihaa iiiiiaJiv 
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fifiri* :i7k 1 chilflish argiiniciit, ?.lic left iiiy house — this 

Vairiiiim'^-aiid nvxtr eaiin* hack." 

From lilt* Nhathnvy diNlaia'c Mr. fatpwiiig was looking 
thoiighf fully at Vaitiitino, Hu! Valontiue/s na\s were 
engugi'tl elHewfiero : he was sooiug a picture of Valt‘rc\st 
stainpiiif^ out of his lioii,st\ never to mine hack. It was, 
Vaicutirir saw, <|Uile CiUireivahle, lie craild it 
liapptsiiiig, ll wan jus! snii of fltiiig Valerest might 
do, sfauip tail t*f the ianisf* aral mxn roiue. Iiark. 
And t!»* piftnie grew rleaier f»t*fru"e Valeiitine’.s 
and he sfami tin* pieftire out. 

" Writ/* ia* fsod at l.isf, " thaf*,s tfie sort of tiling that 
liappeiis. IFs got to iiappeii." 

Mr. Lapwiiig said: "Exactly/' His fare was in 
the shadow, Valriifiiie, fitkiling with a cigarette^ still 
staling at the pirtiur in his niiiah wtiit on >«« 

" I iiieati, ifs iiievitahle, isi/t it ? A man t:m*t go 
on fur ever living in the ^sitiie house with a woman 
who laughs a! the Iht* well, \*oti know what I mtsin 
■ at tile most saueil things in him. And she's got a 
dog/' 

" I kiiiov/' said Mr, I-4ipwing. " Mr. Tuppy. Hire 
little dog/' 

" iilotidy iiltlf flog ! " sitapi’^sl Valentine, " Look 
here, htu wlieii things have got to the state tiny have 
with Vahtefii and lilt* t!ie cTash has got to mmi\ Just 
got Uk tlufn all" 

Mil Lapwing sait! j;l**omily ; "Of course, thm/s 
love." 

Valentine tliouglit piofoiimlly alwif that. 

" Nil/* Valefifine, " llmfu just where yon 

a.re wioiig, sir. Then* iove Certainly. Btrl: 
kilt if. 11try JtiM kill iiivr. I iiieuii* I know what 
Vm fiilkiiig ilnntl. S<iiie of thesi* yotifig woineii treat 
Ime m thoiifti it win a iimiighly little boy who itioiild 
Im mtfte to ilaiii! in a corner except as a grimi treat 
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once m six weeks. I’ve thought about this a lot lately. 
Vaierest has just gone out of her way to kill my love. 

Sex;’' said l^lr. Lapwing thoughtfully. 

Sex'? ” said Valentine. ^ ^ 

Sex/’ said IMr. Lapwing dimly. Sex becomes 
verv important when a man is er deprived of iL 
he is— er— not deprived of it he becomes used 
to it, and it ceases to have any — er — importance at 

alL Women don’t like that. Women ” 

" Damn women 1 " snapped Valentine, 

** Women/’ said Mr. Lapwing, " can be very tire- 
some. Wives can be intolerable. I have been married 
twice. England and America are strewn with good 
men suffeiing from their wives' virtues. It is damnable. 
Vhen a woman is faithful to her husband she generally 
manages to take it out of him in some other way. The 
mere fact that she is faithful makes her think that she 
has a right to be, well, disagreeable. The faithful wife 
considers that she has a right to indulge in disloyal 
moods 

Disloyal moods!” said Valentine thoughtfully. 
** That’s good.” 

” Fidelity/’ said Mr. Lapwing, " can cause the devil 
of a lot of trouble in the home, unless it is well managed. 
Fidelity needs just as much good management as in- 
fidelity. I am telling you this,” said Mr. Lapwing, 
‘'b^iiise I think fidelity is beautiful and I hate to 
sm it made a mess of. I draw from my own life, from 
my first marriage. I stuck firmly to those guns which 
you so aggressively brought into the conversation. A 
year or so went by. Then her parents approached me and 
si^^ted that we should come to some agreement, 
either to live together again or to arrange a divorce 
on the usual lines. They were good people. Their 
argument was that we were both too young to go on 
wasting our lives in this shilly-shally way. 
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" Uy lilt:; of course, tl»e matter of niy quarrel 
%vith luy wife iiaii fatted into nothing. There remained 
tiiilv the cuonunus fact that we Md qiiarrelkd and 
that, : iiu e nt iflicr of us liatl tried to make the quarrel 
uy, our hi\'(‘ must olivitiitsly be <leacl. 

*' 1 lefeufd tier {larents to her, saying I would do as 
sl.f wi st ted. She .sent them hack to me, saying she was 
quite indifferent. A divorce was then arranged by our 
lawyers ; and I w;is divorced for failing to return to 
nn wife on her ptitition for restitution of conjugal 
lil'.his. The usual nibhish. 

" To be brief, it was luit long before I married again. 
Hut now' I w.ts ohh'r, wissT, I iiad tasted passion, I 
h i.l loved : to find that passitm w.is yet another among 
the « oiiftnnuled vaiuties that are p'rishahle, 

" Valent ine, I married xny secomi wife with an eye 
to the inotfuT of my cliiklren. I married sensibly. I 
li.ivr, as ymi know, a cou.siderable projxirty ; and I 
cunnmitsl to ihsire. altuve all things, an heir to my 
n.mtr mwl a coinp.tnion for my middle years. That I 
h.iw a ctnnpaiiion now in you—and in Valerest — is 
due to the ndinile grace of Cod: that I have not 
itn Itnr to rany on my nanm is due to my own 
t< llv, 

" Si!y st*ct>n4 wife was of that type of woman whom 
it » the fashion of our day to belittle as ' matronly,' 
hut from u'Ikw gtHid bhuxl and fine quality is forged 
.dl that is !»est in great jreoples. The difference between 
mv 4lf«'i th»ii for lnT !i!kI n»y iKisakin for my first wife 
f. not to be ilescrilMid in words: yet when she died in 
go mg birth to a ilead chihl you will easily understand 
h»>w t Will* grievrtl almost Iwyond endurance — not only 
.it the ,».hat!e(ing of ray h(ipi.'.s, but at the lost of a 
guo inns l.nly nml a dear companioa. 

’■ I wail at a South Coast resort the summer after my 
M n»u»i w ife's death. Oiit momiitg on the siuids I struck 
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up a great friendship with a jolly hltlo 'd flir.v, 
while his mirse was gossiping with same of hot inoiui-;. 
Our friendship grew with each lino inorning : an.i ihe 
uurse learnt to appreciate my approach as a for 

a time from her duties. , , . 

Yon will already have seen, Valentine, tin* * ilieii 
of my tale: the irony of my life innsi atcrady he 
to you: nor can you have failed t«> ^;ei* flie {lif v.iiii 
hopes that sometimes awaits tliosi! who fu flnir 

guns. As my young friend and I sat laikiiift ntune 
ing, or rather as he talked and I played with liaiiiilhlsiif 
sand, thinking how gladly I had ('ailed him iiiv y 
leapt up with a cry of joy; and pn^simfed me fe 
father and mother. 

*'My first wife had gro\vn into a calm, In^aiififiil 
woman. Yet even her poise could nnt f|uife wnieaand 
the surprise of our sudden meeting aft(*r rminy 
years; and it was her husband wlm broke the trriMua, 
and won my deepest regard forever, by taking 111.^“ haiui. 
From that moment, Valentine, !n*gan for ami [ 
think for them both, and certainly tor the !io\‘, one 
and sweet a friendship as, I dare to say, is |aix 4 ddc in 
this world. 


“People like ourselves, Valentine, must, far dt^i*t*iaT, 
conform to certain laws of conduct. Thc^ lovr that iiiy 
first wife and I rediscovered for each oilier not 


within our secret hearts, in our powi^r la caiitiol; 

yet it did not need even a word or a sign rillicr 

of us to tell the other that our love iimsl iievrr* no 

matter in what solitudes we might meet, txpi 

was a good man, and had always iiinlit* 

stooci^ that our divorce had not been dim tci aiiv iiii- 

what is called, I tliitik, 

temperament. So «sat until %he 

id devoteti friends 

ana constant compamons. 
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"And s:!!,! Mr. Lupwitig from the shadows 

isall niv stuiy. nr less.’’ 

ValntfiiK' sat very still. Mr. Lapwing twml up ;un 
down. Silence walknti with iiim. 

V a*, iiliiit' niiitti iftl : '■ Lin .sorry. It’s a drciulfn 
stnrv. <,on.l l yrr,! M.iv I fum- sotm; 
litaiiilv, pira ,(• ( " 

..f J' "a dr.adfu] 

stoiv. Hdp y.-uis^'lL” 

\vH!. ,;.ud "rail it Iwatsfitul if v<«) 

ikf. t .H y.rur siuty. (tut I .shotdd hate it lu hanpuj 

til till*. * ^ 

' litne iur," said Mr. lapwing. " cunscdatiwuh." 

Mr. laipwtng p.m-tj up and tiuwu. 

"(atnwdatiuns," »iid *Mr. lapwing, 

\alrntitw viid ; "Oh, miauiiv. I supmrse there 
nhv.ivs ait* rKn.snjatinns. All the SiUiif, I slnmld liafe t<> 

iH- dtinr mil of my wm like that. For that's what it 
comes to. 

Mr. Lapwing w:ls in a riistant rtinuT of the room, 
im t.u e a shadow among shadow.s, I {«? said ; " l-xacflv. 
lhat IS why. Valentine Chsunlu'rs. I !»;tid there art 
rou-io|.uionB. My wife's .stH-ond hu.sh;uid was tawrencc 

iw» I it I II I II M * I ' 'SI , 

V, dentine said : " Oh | *' 

Mi. Lapwing (outhrsi him on the shoulder, 
v.d.iiiiue sudd: "tiomi Lord, I might have hwi 

voiit son ! 

'Tiom iniglit/* jjaid Mr, latpwing, '* Easily, But it 
Ms come to iihnost the satno thing in the end. iown't 
t . I stept. jHcihajw that I Jiave not a father's tight 

^'.drntmr s.dil violently: " YrmVe got every right 
u file wmld to advise me! Considering wimt you've 
Soiu- Im me a!! mv liiol" 

'■ ihen." Mid Mr. Lapwing, "don't b« an bm.” 
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Valentine saw Valerest's intnkin« eyes heard 
Valerest's mocking laugh, aini ahout ins nuu<t walked 
Mr Tuppy with his old, inistnihiig «y«'S. tie unitltncd; 
“ But, look here. Valerest will just thmk 1 vo given 

ini”’ , , • 

" So you have," said Mr. Lapwing. 

“Well then,” said Valcaliue tiittoiy, it will 


"She’ll grow,” said Mr. Lapwing. He v.-.i.s tired. 
“And Valentine, she has got more light to he an ass 
than you have. Remember that. I hi ms im use Iwing 
sentimental about it, but they ptit up w iih a hu of {win, 
women. Remember that. Aiul— ^ 

"But look here,” said Valentine, "if L 
" Oh, go and make love tu the gill I " Miapped Mr. 
Lapwing. "And forget that a clergynmn ever told 
you that she must obey you,” 


V 

The state of Valentine’s mind a.<i lie ast'emlcd the 
stairway of his house is best de.scribed by the word 
" pale.” He felt pale. Wliat made him fee! pale witi 
terror. It was past one o'clock in the luurning. lie 
had thundered out of the house at sdKiut half-past 
eight. And the house was now as still as a penietery. 
The conclusion, to Valentine, was obvknw : the house 
was as still as a cemetery of love. He .‘uiw \':tleie.sS 
waiting, waiting, waiting for him to return : he heard 
the clock striking ten, eleven, midniglit: be SJiw 
Valerest flush with a profound temper, hastily puck 
a few things, and — stamp out of the house, never to 
come back I 

Within the bedroom all ms dark, silent. Very dark 
it was, very silent, Valentine stood just within the 
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doocA.iv, Hstfiiinf; very hitontly, Uc could not hear 
Valrii'ht liaMtliii',;;. Then- was iu> Valereat to hear. 
"Oit, (lud! ” eiini Vak-atine. 

"Yapi" Mk! Mr. Tiippy. 

"Oil, deal 1" siijht'fl Valere.'.l frnin the darkness. 

*' do ytiu w.mt to go and wake me for when I 
have to he out r iding at eight o’clock I ” 

\'a!eutine sairl : '* V.ilerest, thauk Heaven you are 
hete 1 1 got such a .sliurk." 

” Here ? " ,s,aiil Valerest, ’* Shock ? " 

V.deutine swi(c!n't! on the huiijt by the bed. It was 
Vali'icHt's bed. V’ah'ntine's ImhI was in the dressing- 
jHtKu. That is c;dlt:d hygii'ue. Our grandfathers never 
kiic'v al«»ut that. 

\‘.ilcrcHt ntaird np at him with .sleepy bewilderment. 
Her curly li.iir w.rs all over tlie place. Valmitiiie made 
it wtirsr'r !>v ruimiiig his hands through it. Valerest 
s.ud sr’Vcrclv' 

"V.dcutme. what are you talking about ? Wiry 
shouldn't I he here ? And where have you been all 
thiti tiim* ? Wliv do you Itiok so pale ? Have y'ou been 
dunking ? Why did yrtu get a shock ? ” 

Valentine s.tid violently: *' I love you, Viderest.” 

” Yap 1 " s-iiil Mr. Tuppy. 

Valerest laid the tips of her fnigers on his eye.s. and 
she iHLVHwl the tips of her fingers over his Ups, and she 
said : *' Hut I /).<!<• you 1 " 

'* You Just w.uf f ” wid V'alentine, 

Viilere-st pullwi at his ears with her firigers and 
defrmled Iter attittnle with irrr:dstihk‘ ktgic. She cried : 
■’ I don’t want to love any om- 1 I don't want to love 
an\' *»ue I I don't waitt to l«jve any out* I I WiUit to be 
flee I '* Ami she hit his e:ir. 

Now ita (c Bte writiis who would think nothing of 
ending this chapti'f with a row of riots, vn.i . . , 
The aulhur of thiji work, however, while yielding to 
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no one in his admiration of n dfxtcaius nro ui iiuts, 
cannot but think that the increajdu^! us(> uf dots to 
express the possibilities of lovii !<.is hrcoiui* a public 
nuisance; and that the practice slituilil bo disciuiiaged 
by literary-subscribers as dislioiicht, since wbai it nally 
comes to is selling a dud to readers just when they are 
expecting something to happen. I'iiere are undoubtedly 
occasions, as when a writer is pluuthing the bestial 
abysses of illicit love, when a jiuiici«tii.s siuiiikling of 
dots must be held to be proper, in the intciests 
of decency of restraint. Yet even then it is to 
be deplored that the exploitation of dot.s so readily 
lends itself to the artfulness al suggestion. And the 
author of this work, which i-s written throughout under 
the government of marital virttnt, canuof tiiink that it 
is his part to hold his pen w'hile he asks himself whetlicr 
he shall dot or not dot. Has mankind, he asks liiinself, 
lived through all these aeons of time only to Imd luiw 
that it cannot serve the decencies without tlie aitilicial 
aid of dots ? Must, then, our duiui* friends be neglected, 
while we needs must resort to thes<- blrKulless duls? 
For dop are infinitely superior to dots a.s a rucaius of 
describing the indesaibable. The writt-r is, of cour.stj, 
referring particularly to Mr. Tiippv. Poor Mr. 
Tuppy. 

" Yap 1 •’ said Mr.Juppy, " Yap, yap, yap. yaj> ! " 
What are you doing to Mr. Tuppy ? " cried Valerest. 
" Nothing," said Valentine. " Only putting him out 
of the room." 


“You’ve kicked him, you beast I " wailed Vulerest. 
"Only once, sweet," said Valentine; "fur luck," 
T hate you I " she cried. 

"I love you 1 ” he whispered. 

, " I^arling I " she sighed. " But remember I hjive 
tofie out and riding at eight I " 

" This is no time to talk of dogs and horses 1 " cried 
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aiifl V.ilrii-a um , sit $niptL^vd at such blas- 
phemy !haf ■ wril, 


\*i 


As Vah'iif ii fe h'fl the hiaisi* iti Gardens 

huimtam ihr tiiiang ihhuj, Ihmntaiii was 

%eiv idil. He had hem lijt VHy late* He W£LS 

liird. Itr Ai nm ttir itw^iu 

^li.ill t shiif up liiiw, hit ? ** 

Ml. lapwifu? %iiil : \'rs. iliu Hill jiiHf give me a 

tlu^p ut Iki! iasiiidy hiM. wM v^au ? *’ 

** Vrs» it, Ilie caiihii". air Ininiiiig luw^ sir. Shall 
I inuuvr ttir sluulr?! t 

** I'iTiiiiiain I 

'' Ihnv Itiif* li4%'r V**u hmi With lUf^ ? 

iMityilain eaurtl at le rta,strr. V« rv uld, Fuimtam 
*’ WIfV, hit, I %%,r, v.iih v*uii f,iiht*f I Hve kntwfi 
VHU t%it *auir yuu v.a’v h>iri as y«»u kuuw as well as 
I dn, sip if t itiav h,%v 

'* Ah ! Hill «!i4 \«»u rvrr kiuw, Finiiitaiiu tliiif I 
iael trrii iiaiiiiril Hi'u r ? And that tiiy first wife lud 
iiivurml iiir r 

Fuiiiitain hisi {uitinefe Hr ^mi M‘%aa«!y; ** I never 
srifi ^**11 Ilia* lilii ?ar Kill all iliese yeais, I 

ih'iid knew wdiai yiiii wt latkifig iikiiif* that I clun't* 
Yiui nuttmi twire I lltirf mm rfiiiiigli fur yciy, sir, if 
yim will jirfiiiil m% uhl tiuin the liberty, And ymi 
ihvuicril I f iiever liend i 4 twcli a thing I Fd like to 
srr tiir msiinaii fit l« 4iv* up % Iwipwiiiip lhal I wuiilcl I 
I nrvrr iiiMHl t»f iiieli a 

Ml/* mill Mr. liipwiiif ’* Well, have it your own 
way. Fotifitalii Hut It iiiaile t^ncli ii lltttiicieriiig f«>d 
iioiy llnil i WM mm it my%dt, All in a gmid 
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cause, Fotmtain: to teach that boy a thing or two. 
One likes to see childreu happy, Fountain. And his 
mother won't mind, not she. A good, sensible woman 
she was, if on the plain side. And, d'you remember, 
Fountain, she always wanted a drop of romance in 
her life ? Well, she's got it now, poor dear. But her 
son will appreciate it for her, won't he ? And just give 
me another drop of that brandy, will you ? That's 
very fine brandy, that is." 

*‘The bottle," said Fountain bitterly, ''is empty, 
sir." 

“Drat that boy!" said Mr. Lapwing. "Comes 
here looking for romance and laps up all my brandy I " 



I 

HEY tell a tale of high romance and desperate 
villainy, how one night the d^mon of 
wickedness arose from the depths and faced 
his master, Capel Maturin, the pretty 
gentleman whose exploits have made him 
known to all London by the engaging title of Beau 
Maturin, the ace of cads. The tale begins in bitter 
darkness and its direction is Piccadilly, not the shop- 
keeper's nor the wanton's Piccadilly, but the sweet, 
sulky side where the pavement trips arm-in-arm with 
the trees of the Green Park and men are wont to walk 
alone with the air of thinking upon their debts and 
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horses and women. There and thus, tluy .s;iy. George 
Bnimmel walked, to the doom that awaits all .single, 
hearted men, and Scrope Davies, that pleasant wit, laird 
Alvanley, the gross, D'Orsay. the lu auliful and liamned, 
and lattCTly Beau Maturin, who was a very St. George 
for looks and as lost to grace as the wickedest imp in 

^^But here was no night for your hmu to be abroad 
in, and a man had been tipsy indeed to Inive hiaved 
those inclement elements unless he must. Yet one 
there was, walking the Green Tark side. Ever and 
often the east wind lashed the rain into piercing darts, 
as though intent to inflict with ultimate wretche<iiie.s.s 
the sodden bundles of humanity that may any night !h! 
seen lying one against the other lieneufh the railings of 
the Green Park. But the deuce wa.s in it if tlie gentle- 
man in question appeared to ho in the lejust discom- 
moded. His flimsy overcoat flung wide open and ever 
wider in paroxysms of outraged elegance by (he craiis 
wind, and showing an expanse of white shirt front of 
that criss-cross piqui kind which is one of the liappiest 
discoveries of this century, and his silk hat ramnied 
over his right eyebrow as though to dure a tornado to 
embarrass it, he strode up from Hyde Park Coriwr at 
a pace which, while not actually iei.Hurr!y, seemed to 
be the outward manifestation of an entire ab.'wnce of 
interest in time, place, destination, man, God. and die 
devil. Nor was there anything al«mt this geiitleniim's 
face to deny this superlative indifferent to inten;sts 
temporal and divine; for, although that of a rnim still 
young enough, and possessed of attractions of a striking 
order, it showed only too plainly the haggard, bksi 
marks of a wanton and dissipatt-rl life. 

It was with such epithets, indml, that the more 
austere among his friend.s had some time before finally 
disembarrassed themselves of the acqwaintance of 
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f;rv| A ni grmd family, Mr. 

M.iMiini, afi^r a ilrvairtl tn im^iUvvy as to tlie 

rt'iaftvf* of mil to oKjHaiiiuaits into 

f}}r !• 4 iiafuif* of wim s, Ii.i4 in lus luiittlle thirties 
hctTi lift a loifiitio hv an allrriionafr nnrle who, poor 
main laoi liPoh : nial Mr. Malinin w%ts now 

tiift-infi! in eiaiM^^nnm wlonlirf ihfir palls of a ilt^cade 
p '| !n*iii \g 11 III irdiii'ing that fortune* with no 

t,ei}:ihlr trs!|l!^^ fi» Itivisihh* ;yi ifrin «,i) Mr. 
M ifniiii vnl^piiiv pat it to a {r<inv «ni a profiteer. 

If w.i*^ a «jiirsiion, tlionglti Mf. Maliitiu, whieh coulci 
difit.iinl iitaliiri «lrrp th«nighl nor lauefiil answering, 
ill ;,Mii h as tin* aii^wrt only Um dtamlrdly a lemon. 

\i a eeiliiiii pant on Paiaihlly Mr. Mainrin sinl* 
tphlv ^fa', eil tils walk. Wlut tl w#is that inacle him 
do iltiH Wf" HliaiP sifvrr know, hut slop he did. 

Their %Viit' wi!iirs%*s to ilir evriit : the H*nne lying at 
Mi. Moftti Ill's fret, hiiildird against the raiiiltgH of the 
c.ierii I'afk, ii lump of muldru Imndlrs wntU hidden faces ; 
a*’! It liad wanted ihr iifiridioii of a phvsieian or the 
hhr III lie* Ilir wlinh of ihr fivi: or MS w.is of the male 
ni fill- frill. lift of ihf up I Irs 

'' li‘» 4 i«4»i liiglit/* S4iil 4 IneAv voii'e. 

Ml Miifiiiim ftoeriiiig high into tlir night atove the 
I II U' vmrin agirrti llial rl wm H rrtlil night. 

“ Av. tlial II it I a wtiiiiairs aack**d voice. 

**'iold m riirintiati tiniiiiy!** 

\Vlirrrii|iiin Mt. liiitttiii rsliortrd her lo thiUik her 
Niais that hr mm i jmgaii mu\, mullidrawiiig liis hand 
aii tfitirf pM'lirh ttiinc hankmcslei over 

thr trttildfiwl Wiriclim 

‘Mill! illir* itiev riird, l«t them qukkly 

lUMiigli, tPif frahliiiii wm pumhiiig iivi*rmiicln for there 
»Aa'* a or m im And when* with 

iht' lm)k l#it mad mh in ttwir liiiiidt* tliiw 
siai4-4 ilieii up »l iMr beidlmctWt « 
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was to find him staring moon-struck at a point far 
above their heads, while across his face was stamped 
a snigiiiar smile. It should be known that Beau Maturin 
had in his youth been a great reader of romantic litera- 
ture, and now could not but smile at the picture of 
himself in an ancient situation, for is not the situation 
of a penniless spendthrift, with that of a man in love^ 
among the most ancient in the world ? 

A policeman, his black cape shining in the rain like 
black armour, approached heavily : the august imper- , 
sonality of the law informed for the moment with an ' 
air of interest that had a terrifying effect on the suddenly 
enriched wretches, for the law does not by ordinary 
recognise any close connection between a person with 
no visible means of support and the Bank of England. 

** Good-evening, sir/' said the law to Mr. Maturin, 
who, returning the greeting somewhat absently, was 
about to continue his walk when an anxious voice from 


the ground whispered ; — 

'' 'Ere, sir, these are fivers, sir ! " 

" I beg your pardon ? " said Mr. Maturin. 

The law, meanwhile, had taken one of the bank-notes 
from a reluctant hand and was examining it against the 
lamp-light. 

** These 'ere, sir," said the law impersonally, " are 

five-mm 


five-pun notes." 

True, said ]^lr. Maturin. " True. Lovely white 
angels of the devfi. Good-night, constable." 

Good-night, sir, said the constable, replacing the 
bank-note into an eager hand ; and Mr. Maturin, for 
ong devoid of common-sense, and now entirely devoid 
of money as weE, continued his walk in the rain. His 
dirertiQn or such direction as his feet appeared to have, 
^ him tow^s the pfflared arcade that protects the 
of Restaurant from the gross changes 

f Londons chmate; and it was as he strode under 
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t:h ringing sharply on the dry, white 

''■iis ^ distinctly brought to his notice that 

J,. followed. 

i«‘r sio^ rnot, however, turn his head or show any 
“’Ptiti-i ' interest, merely dismissing his pursuer as 
nre in point of fact, was a 

Q]^®^y^iarly lacking in any interest as to what 
i ; moment be happening behind 

favourite mots had ever been, 
««!h’ ^fi,<iiscussion, distress, or danger, "Well, my 
Uiti^ ^ ” There were, of course, not 

^^ose who ventured to doubt whether Beau 
■ so readily faced "things" had he not 

*' ^ prepossessing face with which to conciliate 
-Alx,-” Mr. Maturin would say to such, " you’re 
ii 1 1 ® face it.” 

r>ccasion, so absorbed was he in absence of 
aUowed himself to reach the comer of 
\Vt.ii\ ,?^r-eet before swinging round to “ face it." 

. ■‘■a said Mr. Maturin. 

i-re 1 said the other, sans courtesy. "You do 
pace, you do!” 

,t sorry," said Mr. Maturin. “ What do you 

V* f *at I What do 

- »t I Jerusalem!" 

H yoTx want Jerusalem,” said Mr. Maturin severely, 
•w slxouad apply to the Zionist Society. They would 
*W'jpa.Txy for you. It must be very depressing for a 
' '‘;,.3r'°rar size to go about wanting Jerusalem all by 

pursuer had no evi! intentions, at least to 
'•! Iidur- dN^aturin's stature, had instantly been obvious. 
w,%s. a sm^l seedy-looking man in a bowler hat of 
past civilisation : his clothes sadly reflected the 
infsyicies of the weather, but had the air of not 
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being very valuable, while the colouring of his face 
was that "of one who had not in recent times suffered 
the delightful but perilous purification of water ; and, 
as he stood panting beneath our gentleman, his expres- 
sion was one of such bitter disgust that Mr. Maturin, 
being able to account for it only by the continued 
action of acid foods on the liver, thought it but right 
to advise him not to take so much vinegar with his 
tinned salmon. 

“ Am I,” snapped the small, seedy man, " talking to 
Sir. Chapel Matcherin, or am I not ? ’’ 

“ More or less,” Mr. Maturin could not but admit. 

“ Orl I knows is,” snapped the small, .seedy man, 
" tliat you was the gent pointed out to me as yer left 
that club in Belgrave Square. Gent told me to give 
yer this. ’Ere.” 

Mr. Maturin quickly opened the envelope, which vras 
addressed to his name, and drew from it a folded sheet 
of notepaper, and a folded bank-note. The small, 
seedy man looked bitterly surprised and hurt. 

“ Money ! ” he sighed. “ Money I ’Ow I 'ate money ! 
And me carrjmg it abaht I I like that I Me ! ” 

“ You’re still here ? ” said Mr. Maturin. 

" Still ’ere I ” said the small, seedy man. ” I like 
that 1 StiU ’ere I Me ! ” 

But Mr. Maturin was giving his full attention to the 
notepaj^r, the while the folded bank-note depended 
tantalisingly from between the knuckles of two fingers. 
The small, seedy man stared at it fascinated. 

" If I’d known ! ” he sighed bitterly. 

pie letter addressed to Mr. Maturin ran thus : — 

_ " Enclosed Mr. Maturin will find a bank-note, which 
IS m the nature of a present to him from the corre- 
spondent: who, if he was not misinformed, this night 
»w Mr. mtxmn lose the last of his fortune at chemin 
ae Jer. Should Mr. Maturin’s be a temperament that 
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does ihU n adilv aiTcpt gifts from strangers, wliieh the 
convidtiitlt'nl takes the IilM>rty to doubt, he may giv'e 
the hiutk ntite to the hearer, who will no duul>t be 
di lighted with it. The ciurespondmt merely wislu‘.s 
Mr. Maturiii tn know that the imme.y, having ouce left 
his hands uiiti nito eontaet witli Mr. Waturm's, 

inteiv.sfs him no further. Nor are there any cimditinns 
whatsoever attathed to this gift. But slimihi Mr. 
M.ituriii retaiti .stune part of honour, which the corn- 
spmuleiit takes the hluTty to donht, he may return 
stiviee for wrvK-e. In m remote a coufitigeiry Mr. 
.Mafittiit wall (iii«i a (losrni itiofor-ear awaiting him near 
the tiowef'Shoj} in Tlarges Street." 

Mr. M.ifnrin tlmughtfuHy tore the note into several 
p.utH imd liiopiM-d them to the pavement. The folded 
hank mdr he, very thmightfully iruleed, put info an 
inner {»m'krt, 

" 'Kre 1 '* whined the small, wetly man. 

"Tell rue," wid .Mi, Maturin, ' " what manner of 
gi'iilleni.iu was the gent wlu* gave you this ? " 

^ " Bigger than you I " stiaded the small, .seedy num. 
" lil.iMt 'iju for an old capitalist, else my name i.Nii't 
'IggmsI" 

" 1 am i«nry your Jiame is Higgins if yon <ion't like 
If. Bill why," itskn! Mr. Matmin, " do you blast the 
gent who sriit yon itftt r me f " 

" I like that I Why, hell 1 'hire he giviss me two 
hit!, f«i go rluiHiiig after you to give you a bank-note 1 
Two luih! You fnuldn't offer two bob for a hloater 
in Wapping vviihmit getting arresleii for using iiideeent 
hiugii.sge. And you're so blarstrd su{>eri«>r, y«m are, 
fh.it you ain't even hsikwl to see 'ciw miieli it is f " 

" Why. 1 had ftagotteti 1 " wniled Mr, Maturin. and. 
pi'Hlucmg the bank note, mifokled it. It was a Bank 
«'l note lt»r 

■' B’u not trtM! f " gasp'd the «nall, seedy roan. 
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" Oh, Gawd, it can’t he ! 
that time and me chasing ml np 
give away 1 ” 

“Well, good-night," Slid Mr. M.mnin 


Arid in try 
I’l.'c.idilly with it to 


A till tluiiik 

you." 

“’E thanks me!" gasped th,- mii.iII. .seedy nwn 
“’Ere, and ain't you even gning i,, ;;,ve me a lifii,. hit' 
of somethink extra sa's I'll inuemher lid;; ewnivl- 
occasion ? ^ 

“ I’m very afraid," said Mr, M.dniiii, feeling earefnlly 
in aE his pockets, “that tlii^ jmte y.m h.ive lumn-ht 
me is all I have. I am really very sorry. By the way 


And he 
let 's fare 
Kia Ora 


don’t forget what I said .-dKiuf the s.ilimm 
very careful of what you drink, 1-or wlsat 
it, do they know of ’dv.s|M*jK),t, who milv 
know ? " 

^5® * whined the small, wniy man, Init Afr 
Matom, crossing PicctidiUy, where the glare (,f an 
arc-lamp stamped the mire with a fhon.s.md yellow 
lights, already lo.st m tlu* shadow of the great 
waUs of Devonshire Honse. In street m.ar 

the comer, he came upon a lung. car.’ The 

chai^eur, a boy. looked sleepily at him. 

Matii^. .sai,l Mr. 

A mceloy!^ 


It 

neSr Se of S? *^1*****"”*’ wise 

which the foolish Lw! and with 

of the wise. 'There is failures 

down that a had conscien^’ ”’***^”^*”*' J‘‘>‘s it 
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:Mr. !V!4Uiri!i, \xh^^ rniilii mi liavf lu^en 

hut ill tlir Mirkt^Nt *liw«lrr. iiiiiiirilialrlv wmt to shup 
in tlir t\ir : ttt uwak« tJtily wlini* flu* i 4r Iniviiii^ .slnppiHl^ 
tlu‘ yuiiiii: rli.iuiii'iu lluni: thr ikm ui tltr tniiiitMU 

n.iitl * 

If VHU j*lrnM\ Mr i ** 

Ml. M.iftiiiti laiinu‘|f Iw'furr tli#* ilmirn fif a 

in^t4r j*rMjHti lions. Mmiii ||ir }ir;nl tif t!io 
brinni !ookr*{ atuml linn iiiitt rrooguisnil the 

lotift* ii^ruiw I'aik af lirrh m ilia! nf 
A vai«'f* said ‘ 

C unir* iii, Ml Mafiniin h wrrfdird iiiglil.** 

*'Tliiiiik yuu/' Milt Ma MafiirirL ** if h,** 

Williiii, ill a vast Iwll with lilark and wliiit* 

niatMr, li»'‘ futiiiil liiiiisrlf f,o r4 h%* an nlil griifJnriaii 
wliti. iw tlir Miiall, sri^flv iitin lu4 sink rvrii talier 
than !hin-Hf*lf. Mi Mattiiiii hi»wt?«iL Tlir f*iJI tild griitli** 
nian stid i--- 

*' If h ginwl 111 v«»n to liavf* loiiitn Mr* Matiiiiii, I 
thank ynin I mils! rtmfrsH, Imwrvrf, tluit I rx|wtrtl 

ymi wiilllil/* 

It i% a i4fv }i!r;iMiir foi tinn Sir Ckiy. I« dn wliaf 
is of fir/* wriilnl Mi Mntmiii, 

** Vmi kiitm* iina thru ! Y«*ii nir ti,i iiiglii 

;d \‘oiir v»«r i liih ? ** 

Mr. Mafliriti Miiiti'il uf itiaf If wm, lrt% farr if, ri 
low I lull Blit, wliat wiili ifiir ifiiii|{ anti aiifiiliina iir 
hai! iat! !n iimn al! tib iiltem* Il« ciiily 

said :-**• 

'' Naturally* Wlm <lnr$ rmt ktmw v«ti. Sir tiny I 
11if fliTfi til«l ryr% arriiiw! to |iirrrc llw yiiiingrr 
Ilian with ii fiavagr mntrmpt ** In wnii^ IiriT 
iiiglit, Mr, Ifaliirim” «iil «l«l Sir Guy, mi I fn muirt- 
st.iiiil that yrtii arr mmmn ? Vott t»¥t, m ym mmf. 
know, Mifiiritiiiig «f a rr}nilAli«i f«r iiiadr aii 

till: 4 if 
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Mr. Maturia delayed answering while' lie fhea:.:!it~ 
fully considered the ceiling of the great hall, uiiidt 
was so high as to refuse itself to exact scrutiny .\t the 
gaming-club that night he had immediately teccginyd 
the formidable old gentleman; for tlie gnat ic.^i 
height, the sabre-wound across tlie left ch<'« k, the niiiss 
of loosely brushed white hair, and liu' sa\'.ig<' Mue 
eyes under bushy white eyebrows, were (he wel! kiimvn 
marks of Sir Guy Conduit de Gramercv, a sm'.tu-ur tif 
a past centuiy who made no secret of the fact (hat he 
disdained any part in this. For a ptcssing luouieiit Mr 
Maturin had wondered what the proud uhi gcutlrinan 
was doing in those depths; but now, reca-alnl tin* 
donor of the magnificent note, he could not hut susp.vt 
what had brought Sir Guy down from hi.s conteiiiftiii,,iis 
seclusion. Sir Guy’s descent, however, wa.s lai fiuni 
pleasmg to Beau Maturin, for it always oftendrd that 
mm as much to see pride humbled and tin- nuVhtv 
faBen as to watch the lowly being exalted and the Imu'.hle 
getting above themselves. Mr. Maturin was not a 
rehgio^ man; but he was decidedly on<> who Iml 
whaUje it, a c,«k. 

"I 

« ' snapped tlie old gentleman. 

"AnifVff in which you give it. Sir tluy,” 
what the devil can you know of 


sir ? 


that, 


for here Ca 3 3 TZ - 

library. From the shadows <|ran«'n v 

beautiful this ladv mnet n t «mergc<l. Veiv 
shewas no longe73;^"J® N«t 

was the flower^of LriSrsontfir t 

tier personality, half lading, while it 
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luilf irvoalrd the luvely dead Rnices of her youtli 
Jt W,ts pl.ua fn M.C. hemwor, thai she was not in her 

brsi lofiliN Hi!;. , fm IwT eyes were *is though straiued 

v,lh :.omr pu.l.ss .uixiHy; and, dishmtly acknow- 
Iplgnig Mi, Matin III s bow, she retired again into the 
.hIukIuws nf 111.- for it is only in the East that 

%nauty dies with youtln 

Said old Sir f.'nv: "I b,.Ht«ve you have met my 

«laughte! ■ iiuLiW. She and fuy granddaughter are 

witli iiir ffir a few days/* 

luuiu ht*r %!iat!ow% Mrs, dr CiramiTcy spoke swiftly 
alnufsl rat liiough she woukt at all costs 
;ijid quit'kly k* dour with s^nnethiug she must 


Jiiiy ■■ ■ * 

.'1i. M.itmit!, I Ijuvi* tried my lx*st to dissuade 
Sir i.iiv ftoin l.ikiag this step. I fed there musi be a 
%v.iv of i licftiuK otu xntr wblr other tfum one which 
ttin''t oili-nd v«in so di-epiy-— 

I he voire of the «,hl gentleman fell like a bar of 
il'oti ieioHS the }Mt,»r l:uly*s swift, light speech. 

1' le.uioitr, vi*it Will kinrlly leave this to me, as you 
ptoMi .rd. And Mr. Matuiiu is, I fancy, past taking 
cdti lire at the tmth." 

''I'hut dffirnds on the truth,'' s,akl Mr. Maturin 
in a leaM.nahlr way. ” So far, 1 am quite mysti- 


“ Yt»« lie. Mr. Maturin. You are not mystified." 

" \'etv’ well, »ir. 1 lie. I am not myslifunl." 

S.ud Mts. de tiramency in distress : " I think, thm, 

t w ili Ir.ive you, sinci* I can «i<> nothing " 

Von will kindly stay, Etranuur. Surely you see 
fh.d the wrAsion nmb the authority of your 

I'fli'MUrr!" 

'■ 'Ves, pleiw stay, Mrs, de Gramercy," Mr. Maturin 
l 'i gg, d. ** I*or it I am oiUch} a liar by my host while 
you arc piwriti. Heaven tsiJy knows what I may not 
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be called when you are gone. Please stay. And, if I 
may, I would like to congratxdate you on a very 
beautiful and talented daughter.” 

Quivering with passion, the gigantic old man raised 
an arm. Mr. Maturin did not move. lie was lazy, and 


disliked moving. 

" Mr. Maturin,” the old man whispered just atniildy, 
“ you are an tmbelievable cad I You are the — .sir, 
you are the ace of cads I ” 

'' Father, f>lease I " the lady begged from the shadows, 
but in return Mr. Maturin begged her not to Ih! tlis- 
tressed, protesting that the insult was not so poinfi-d 
as it first appeared, whereas it would certainly be jun- 
voking to be called the deuce of cads, whicli in the 
degree of degradations must take a place near that of 
being run over by a Ford car. 

" But please continue. Sir Guy. Your last words 
were that I am the ace of cads. I would beg you not 
to be constrained by any such small consideration as 
my presence in your house." 


"Sit down, sit down,” said a hidalgo to a hound, 
bat it was Sir Guy himself who sat down, while Ihy 
other remained standing before the firefrlace. Mr. 
Maturm, for all his forty odd years of self-indulgence, 
had stiU a very good figure, and he liked to be stwn at 
his b^t. He has, in point of fact, the best figure of any 
man in this book, and should therefore be treated with 
some resect, fe. de Gramercy, a shadow of di.stre,ss, 
A chair away in the dimness of the room, 

if £ thousands of books around the oak walls 
mt a fictitioTM air of dignity to an occasion which 
must have embaix^sed any but a grand seigneur and 

^ addled Mn 

me gathered, sir, I want you to do 
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^ mine cotad have divined it 

law yo’i not provoke my father-in- 

Idd :- ^ was'as shar^ty 

Ihis is men’s business, Eleanour. Now. sir I Mv 

Vn!i T ^*7^^ generous to fine men in time of war. 

Brigade 7'^^^ cashiered years ago from the 

Brigade for drunkenness m a restaurant ? " 

I assure you, sir, that the provocation was more 
than I could bear," Mr. Mating explained Z£ I 
gra^ty becommg in one faced by such a misdld. 

^ 1 fl’ know, very musical. Perhaps you 

would har^y think it, but I undoubtedly have a musS 
/w. And m that wretched restaurant the orchestra 
would msist on playing Mendelssohn’s Spring Song 1 
Now I put It to you, Sir Guy-and to /ou,Vs de 
^ naay— could a man bear Mendelssohn’s 
dinner? Yet I bore myself with a 

been kind enough to think remarkable. I begged the 
conductor to cease one, twice, and thrice; and then 
you toow, I wasted a bottle of wine over his head, f 
was hasty, let s face it. But the provocation I ” 

spoke Mrs. de Gramercy from the shadows :— 
bather, I believe Mr, Maturin has a D.S.O. with 
sl Dar, 

"Mr. Maturin." the old gentleman said, " I apologise 
if I have seemed to reflect at all on yomr courage. Such 
men as you are, I believe, frequently very coura- 

" Only when drunk. Sir Guy. In which such men as 
X are very much the same as other men. Were you 
may I ask, ever in a trench before an attack ? ’’ 
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"My fighting days were over before Omdurman, 

sir ” , . 

‘‘Oil dear, dashing Omdurman! Illustrations by 
R. Caton WoodviHe. You wiH agree with me 
that one didn't need the stimulus of alcohol to 
turn machine-guns on to a lot of septic-looking 
niggers without even a water-pistol between them, 
even though they were devils with assegais, dart^ 
catapults, or boomerangs. But the Germans needed 
fighting. I remember " 

''That will do, Mr. Matnrin. Your modesty takes 
as singular a form as your manners. My son, I was 
saying, was killed in the war, and his son and daughter 
were left to the charge of their mother. My grand- 
children, IVIr. Maturin — theirs to an ancient name and 
a fortune which must, by decent people, be taken as 
a responsibility rather than as a means for self-indul- 
gence. I have never agreed with that principle of 
privilege which demands respect for ancient lineage 
and great fortune : such things alone are merely 
baubles ; and without the dignity of some office and 
the ardour of some responsibility they can be of no 
value, but rather of grave detriment, to serious 
minds." 

" Oh, quite," said Mr. Maturin. 

"I wished my grandchildren to be brought up to 
a lofty conception of the duties of their station. My 
son had, quite rightly, a great regard for the strength 
and good-sense of his wife, and left her as their sole 
^ardian. I, who have a no less regard for my daughter- 
in-law, was content with the situation ; and, with my 
mind at rest, continued to lead the very retired life 
to which my years entitle me, even had I been able 
to mdure the maimers of a generation of which, Mr. 
Matunn, you are such a polished example. Thus, it 
was only lately that I heard of my grandson's folly. 
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Mv Mr. Maturiti ! Or must. I call upon you 

to .slrain .\uur itu.i|puu(i.,n in foro you can realise that 
there a.c stii! smn,. men in this world to whom the 
mmmr *'f lumu^ is ilviir ! 

" I w.tMis di .pleased u.s 1 was .surprised when I heard 
that luv datiijhter in law had lately met you at a ball 
at lady ( atiials. I he tiarniils of my day were more 
(hsen-et m then mlrudneiions. In my day, sir, such 
filir as w«tc not so easily enabled to 

eomipl youth hv your companionship Such men as 
you, r.ir, u.mhI tint to he tiwived in docent houses. Nor 
had frond propi,. vet hemmo imtred to the habit of 
gnuif; to halls in the houses of parvenu Americans and 
f-roti'Miuelv ri*h jew;., to jui.’c with banknipt.s, card- 
sharpiTs, nofotums atiulteiiTS. and Socialist politicians. 
In Homo sm h hotiso you must have met my grandson : 
and. .\Ii. Mat lit ill, I must grant you the quality of 
sittt.u tmn, little though I my.self m’ay he privileged to 
feel if, for with yout good Imiks juid cmsual airs you seem 
to t.imt e\'eiy child you meet. You corrupted my 
giaJtiison, Mr. Matuiin ! You llatterwl him hy treating 
him as a grown m.m, you taught him to gamble, to 
dissip.do, and. wmst of all. to think uncleanly. Both 
ijiy fpaiid.son tuiil rijv giaudiiaughtor, as you were 
iiwaie, have fottiiueH of their own from their mother’s 
father and fiy (,«}. sir, you playotl the devil with that 
wivit tied iMiy's nullify, tlidn't you I " 

Uhv, Mr, Miiturin .smiieii, "the boy enjoyed 
inoitev for the first time in his Hfel Until he met me, 
^ir < mv. ho had only worried alxiut what ho was going 
to ilo with it." 

" And did ho, Mr. Malurin, enjoy the money he lust 
to vnti at carrls ? It i» not for nothing, I have gathered, 
tiiiii yiiu are sjittki n of the be.Ht pkquet player in London. 
Ili.if wietciml kiy would, I am sure, give you a 
antifieate~-'* ^ 
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"I should be even better pleased. Sir Guy, with a 

cheque for what he owes me/' , i * 

You shall have it. Eleanour, my cheque-boolc I 
A flower in hefl, Mr. Maturin, would not be more lonely 
than a debt of honour on your person." 

Quite," said Mr. Maturin, thoughtfully folding 
the cheque. " Thank you very much." 

I have dealt with the boy," old Sir Guy went on 
in a low voice, “ as you are no doubt aware ; and lie 
is now expiating his folly and, I hope, regaining his 
health and self-respect, with some hard work on my 
Canadian property. At our last meeting he defended 
you to me. He remained, you understand, a gentleman 
even after his connection with you, and he couldn't 
but speak up for one who had been his friend." 

He was a good boy," said Mr. Maturin softly. I 
liked that boy." 

Sir Guy rose to his full lean height. The two men 
faced one another. " Mr. Maturin," the old gentleman 
said, "you have corrupted my grandson. You have 
plimdered the best years of his life. Have you any- 
thing to say?" 

Mr. Maturin said: "If you don't mind, sir, I will 
reserve my defence. Isn't there still worse to come ? " 

Sir Guy stared, as though he was seeing him for the 
flrst time, at the elegant figure who stood with his back 
to the fire, wanning his hands. The savage old man 
was, so far as it was possible for him to be, nonplussed. 
Always a great reader of those memoirs and belles-^ 
kUres that tell intimately of the lives of gentleman of 
more careless and debonair times, the anatomy of 
gaimtme, scoundrelism and coxcombry, as exemplified 
in the Restoration gallants and the eighteenth century 
fops, had interested old Sir Guy's leisure ; but never 
had he thought he would be faced by one so completely 
unashamed, so bad, by one who could wear the evil 
6o 
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dandy sme of his soul as nonchalantly as a monocle. 
Sir Guy again sat himself at his long, burdened writing- 
table and played tiioughtfully with a paper-knife. 
For me first tune in his life he was faced with the 
atmiiiiation ox not knowing what to do : for here before 
him was a man, an incredible man, to whom such 
ancient words as honour, loyalty, betrayal, were with- 
out meaning. Beau Maturin would take such words, 
distort them with a slanting smile, put false feet to 
them, and send them tripping away on the wings of a 
merry laugh. Merry, for what could shame such a 
man torn his gaiety ? And Sir Guy realised now that 
made a mistake in sending Capel Maturin 
the^ b^k-note. He had sent it to arouse the man's 
curiosity,^ thus to ensure his presence at this interview, 
from which the old gentleman still, though grimly, 
expected the best issue ; but, more particularly, he 
had sent that bank-note as an earnest of what he might 
be prepared to do for Mr. Maturin if he would help the 
de Gramercys to bring about that blessed issue. But 
now Sir Guy revised his false step. A thousand pounds 
more or less did not matter very much to him ; but 
did they matter so very much, he could now reflect, 
to that pretty, penniless gentleman? Money, to be 
sure, could not be of the first importance to so complete 
a cad as Capel Maturin ; he had spent his own con- 
siderable fortune quickly enough, and, they said, 
generously enough : it must, thought Sir Guy, be the 
little cads to whom money really appealed. 

The old gentleman's voice, when he continued, was 
more subdued, less proud. And has it not been already 
remarked that Mr. Maturin did not like to see the 
descent from pride to humility? which, had he had 
any part of virtue, he should have taken for a sign of 
grace, even as it is written in the Scriptures. But 
maybe he did not notice the slight tremor that played 
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in that proud old voice before it could be subdued, for 
at the moment he was intent on examining his patent- 
leather shoes, which were exquisite examples of Lobb’s 


later manner. 

Sir Guy was saying : " My grandson, you corrupted. 

My granddaughter, you have sed ” 

" Dear ! ” cried Mrs. de Gramercy. 

Mr. Maturin was quite silent, examining his shoes. 

“ Perhaps that was too harsh a word,” the old 
gentleman conceded — ^he conceded J 
“ It was,” said Beau Maturin softly. " Much.” 
Now Sir Guy’s voice was se low as to be barely 
audible, while his eyes were as though enchanted by 
the monogram on his paper-knife. 

" I was carried beyond my intention, Mr. Maturin. 
I apologise, to you and to the child’s mother. But I 
have had a day that I would not wish for my bitterest 
enemy. I am very old, Mr. Maturin. Peace, comfort, 
heart’s ease, have lately assumed an importance which 
only a few years ago I would have disdained to allow 
them. Was it essential to you, Capel Maturin, to pilfer 
my granddaughter from me ? ” 

“ But why do you say ‘ pilfer,’ sir ? Am I not allowed 
to^be like any other man, to make love ? ” 

Men, said old Sir Guy, " did not, I thought, 
m^e love to young girls. Bankrupts, I am sure, should 
not. And a man who has been a co-respondent in two 
uotonous divorce cases — -he cufifiot 1 Mr. Maturin it 
IS not that I wish to insult you wantonly, but—” 


"Yes. My granddaughter has 

md, incidentally, into her fortune 

forty or so 


just come of age— 
You, I believe, are 


** 


those coidounded facts 1 Forty-seven 

I must say they become you very lightl 
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cvi'U f.*'. tltiTc is ii gi.ivi* tlisjiariiv nf iwtwfcn vt'U 
ajj(t tin* chilli : and, ,Mr. Mitiuiii, ilnui is an I'vca 
gi'avrr <li;jt.int\- uf fvcrvihinj; da*. T.v ifravcn, man, 
hdw ciiuld \'iin, hmv nnili! any man Itkv* ynii, havii si> 
Idiudfd tu .dl tin* «!rn twit-s uf iifi‘ as tt> pnt 

yniir .clf in tlit* wav t>f a gill likt- mv grande langliicr I ” 
" fill pitadv. lv d.tiiini-d if 1 Knnw 1 *' nmnnniwl Mr. 
Matnriu. " Hut tlu-M* ehii’g , liaiijifn. Tiicy just 
)uii'!"*n. Sir tiiiv." 

sii tluv at last itiiiSii d lip fi.iiii !)if siiinc nf tin* pa{H*r- 
kiiifi*: and pns-anj;' diam witli ids kiinrklrs un tiiR 
wnting lahli* as t!i<'Ui;ii i«i sti-.idv liiiits.!f, .said ; " .Mr. 
M.itunn, today ! iiivr liad ilir gnati-si slunk nf my 
lift-. My gr.uiddaughlfi told me sini was going ti> 
jjuiiy 

"A brave giill s.iid Mr. M.Unrhi vdilv. 

The nlii geiitlein.ms voiu- iiemhled. “Man, you 
raunnt is* mi ions!'* 

'* I rail is* ill love I *' s-iid Mr. Matniin eoltlly. 
"love! " nied llir lady in lin- sh.idnws, 

“More," 'wid Ml. MaiHtin, " t i.m love. I did not 
know that until ijuife l.drly, ! .In! mn know that when 
I was young. I get ijiiite tlii-iniieal when I think of 
it, I did not know. Nil tins, of the. In-aniifnl thing 
Iving in wait ha me, t .»|Ki .Matnrin in Jove, witlumt 
li-.ti, wjlliiiiit shame, «-vri! wiihont hoiie, without 
lira! I “ 

"Without desiir!" criesl Mrs. dc Griuncrry. “Mr. 
.M.iimin, aren't >*«« esaltiiig vmirjwlf f '* 

Ml. M.itiiriii siuSih'idy luNfkisl old aiitj very tired. 
He Mid : " I did not sjirak the cst.iet inith a moment 
ago. I kiH W when I w.t# yourtg tlwtt ! could love. I 
:.ie.|tf‘( led tt. I have awailet! the moment for iiany 
VI, us. fW f ontse, I have hud i« kill time iiie.inw}iile. 
I iiiiHt ilifoiin you. Sir iUiy. tluit when I was l«ni n 
xniHmui h»i4ed over a wall in Klin I'ark Ciardeiis. 
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AU the gardeners in the noiglilxmrlHXKl wric .'mtumidivj. 
No sunflower has ever before looheii (.n’l t a wall iu 1..],^ 
Park Gardens. It could only have meant that 1 wuul^ 
love—one day. And the day hns come. 1 love." 

Sir Guy said : “ You blasplumiiiiK' /Jovcf/r 1 " 

" I beg your pardon," said Mr. Maturin, " for sj ii nbiiij? 
the truth about myself. People are not u .t tl to lir.uiiifj 
others speak the truth about theiu.scives. It .shall not 
occur again.” 

The voice of Mrs. de Gramercy lose bitterly from the 
shadows: " Love I Wliat, dear Heaven, do pm iruan 
by ' love,’ Mr. Maturin ? ” 

"Love,” said Mr. Maturin, "is one of the fi'w 
diseases of the liver which caimot !«■ eutid b\' fc:u. 
perance or an apple a day. That is merely a .t ii oi.'’ 

"A vile one! ” said old Sir Guy. 

"Sorry,” sighed Mr. Maturin. 

"Mr. Maturin," cried Mrs. de f'.rainerrv, " Imw dare 
you, you of all men, talk so glibly of love ! 1 oj ymi 

were right just now, when yon spoke in jest, 1 .a nifu 
like you love is no more than a line word lor a {<u\^iial 
distemper.” 

"Mental,” said Mr. Maturin. "Quite nietdal, I 
assure you.” 

"It’s a passing mood, it duesit’t last 1 Oh. the lives 
that have been crucified in the name of love 1 Ami mav 
you would crucify my little Jaanhs I " 

Sir Guy said with savage calm : " Come, t fiitu*, 

Eleanour, not so dramatic I You will nitike the man 
shy. Mr, Maturin,” Sir Guy went on with a jwiccptihli! 
effort, “I cannot stop the girl from marrying, as yn 
taow. She came of age to-day, and from tmiav lets 
her own fortune. But, man, is there no way itr widi h 
we can appeal to your— your generosity I I pay you 
the compliment of thinking that you are not iiitctiding 
to marry Joan primarily for her money. Am I tight ? " 
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seriolfr’ .v" to explain 

seriously, these things get awfuUy entangled. To- 

night, as you saw, the cards ran very badly against 
me. And ^ I came away from the place I tos so 
^noyed with myself that I emptied my pockets of 
the la^t penny I had. I was intending to begin life 
entirely afresh from to-morrow. With your daughter 
mad^. If I rnay say so. For I am like any other 
F-nglishman, Sir Guy, very sentimental about money 
when I haven t any and not in the least romantic 
about It when I have. And so I thought I wouldn’t 
bring the tamt of what money I had to my life with 
Joan. You must aUow me, Sir Guy, and you, Mrs. de 
Gramercy, to respect and love Joan.” 

"And I almost believe you do!” said Sir Guv 

fashion. But fashions change, 
Mr. Maturin.” ^ 

"And so do the moon, the stars, the clouds, and 
dancing ; yet, let’s face it, they are eternal and ever- 
^sting. Sir Guy, I would wish to many your grand- 
daughter if she were penniless. Why should I not 
marry her because she is not penniless ? What is this 
spurious humbug about honour that covers the middle 
and upper-classes of England like verdigris : that a poor 
man may not with honour marry a rich woman, that 
a poor girl can only “ seU ” herself to a rich man ? Can 
a man or woman not be loved, then, because he or she 
is rich ? Is that what our religion means when it says 
that a rich man shall not enter the Kingdom of Heaven ? 
Was it for that, then, that the late Charles Garvice 
devoted his life ? " 

" A moment I ” Sir Guy begged wearily. " I am to 
understand from this rigmarole that you hold Joan 
to her promise ? ” 

"Mr. Maturin, please I ” sighed, as though involun- 
tarily, the voice from the shadows. 
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Mr. Matnrin lit another cigarette and inhaled it. 

Wasn't Joan/' he asked, at all swayed by your 
arguments against me ? They must have been cogent 
enough, I fancy/' 

“ Like the boy," Sir Guy said with sudden gentleness, 
" she defended you. You have some magic for youth, 
it seems. They admit your faults, but do not hold them 
against your character. But I have observed that it 
takes grown-up people to condemn caddishness. Chil- 
dren overlook it." 

"'True," said Mr. Maturin. "You see. Sir Guy, 
children like people for what they are, not for what 
they do/' He turned to the dim lady. " I fancy," he 
said, " that you have both got hold of the wrong end 
of the stick. I mean, don't you see, that it's not really 
much use persuading me to give Joan up. I mean, 
it wouldn't be much use if I did." 

" How, sir 1 " 

“ Mr. Maturin, I don't quite understand." 

" Well, let's face it, we must persuade her to give 
me up.^ Otherwise," said Mr. Maturin, with an air of 
conviction, " if I were to break my promise to her she 
would guess that it was at your persuasion — you might 
indeed insimmte that you had paid me off, but siie 
wouldn't believe it — and you would be faced for the 
rest of your days by an accusing girl. And that would 
be beastly for you." 

There was a heavy silence, which fled sharply before 
a rattle when old Sir Guy, with a gesture of distaste, 
flung his paper-knife on to the table. 

Do I understand you to be caring for my old age, 
Mr. Maturin ? " 

* Neither your youth nor your old age are of any 
interest for me, sir. I am merely suggesting that if I 
were to give up Joan without her consent she would 
make a martyr of herself. Her very name will 
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idfu. Mr.^. dr r»rainur\% ! ani miir you 
uiiilcrMand me/* 

" But/' tilt? ladr t’fiM! glifllv, ** dfH-H this rnruii that 
you teiU givr Jh 4 ii ti|i / I'.iflin, I knrw hr* w<mlcl 
Oil, I kuvw I " 

Mr. Muturiii 5aid quif Idy. Vuii liuvr iiiistiiidiUHtf^od 
rue, I will art give ji>an up/' 

Ball ! ’* .Htmpgeil Sif Bfiiy. 

** But/* ?i.iid Ml. Malitrin. 

*' Ball ! *' «iiip|«‘i| Sir Buy. 

'* %m\ Mr, Matiiiiii, *' I will puMiudf Joan to 
give me up/* 

" fill, th.iiik Ceiik tli.iiik Bi»! f t*i<4t}tr<i flu* iiieflirr, 

'' tMir/* Ml. Maliiiiii, ** it m you a 

dep!ei*i!4f* nuiiif«ti<ae I mT fliif. Hi*ailt*H, when the 
{UinlluWfr Icmkril ta'rf llie w.ill in Mfii Bark Bindens 
luuliing U4H %iid iitmiit iiiv iMun^I !i*vr^B niily that I 
.slioiild And Imw iiiia h linur fitting, Sir Itiiy, 

ftn *i ltdv to diM4ui 4 riiti ili4ii f*«i 4 i4d to diw4vn a 
ladv f ! el UH 1^' n Miiahir/* 

llu* tall! f»!d fO’iitleinati M*atifi| alfitre/ to rifiiile. 
'' Yau 4 ie 4 roifieiif;iii, Mi. M.itiiriii. And 

I'aw will yini rffni this finthw ? ** 

" Is Jiiati awakr ? S}4riidiil ! Tfie priirtirr of love 
grows lasier r\wrv iiit»iiirtil. Von ought in try it, Sir 
foiv. Bo veil iiiin*i if I iitnv liiala a »initl sparli? 
It Is .thifiif girls* Biiri are by sMtwe tirrii'Wtn^hipprii, 
Wloii they iirf Hut lliry drr^^ knllv mii«l wtilit iifivrts. 
TIhh* ih, liitwevrf* iiiiiiwiwr ithiiiwt to tlie rffiTl 
that there m a * fiiiwirrii * girl, Jlnw mw Attmt§ the 
word in the e^isirme of tht 

BiuHlniB glrh Sir Buy, Gifilitsml b m aintriit siiiia* 
lit fin hi exaltwi hf niii rut |ciy», siB'iets mcirii! Ktaioiw, 
iral» til iificiriil woida Thci« ii iici mmlmh girl ex»pl 
on I Iff ttiiifuw i>f oertttiii sillf iitojile wliii liiid m until 
fur fill if Him liy It m nlher |tti|il#/* 
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“ And what is the point of all this, sir ? " 

“ It is that no girl. Sir Guy, ancient or modern or 
what not, will cease to love a man because of any of the 
ordinary accusations you can bring against him. There 
is only one which will destroy her love. You may cah 
her man a cad, and she will smile, and if you repeat it 
she will get bored. He may be a burglar, but she 
won’t cease to love him, for is not the world a den of 
thieves ? A poisoner, and she may still love him, for 
are there not many whom it would be good to poison ? 
A coward, and she may not despise him, for girls are 
not necessarily fools, and brave men can make un- 
commonly dull lovers. A card-sharper, and she may 
e.xcuse him, for does not God Himself play with loaded 
dice ? But verily I say unto you, prove that man guilty 
of a deep disloyalty and at that moment her love will 
be as distant as your youth. Sir Guy, and as dead as 
mine; for disloyalty is the only bedfellow love will 
certainly reject. Will you call your daughter in, Mrs. 
de Gramercy, and I will tell her a story ? Perhaps it 
will interest you, too.” 

“ Call her, Eleanour,” said old Sir Guy. " I fancy 
Mr. Maturin -will have no difiBiculty in persuading her of 
his ineligibility on those grounds." 

" True,” said Mr. Maturin. “ True.” 


in 

Now, at last, the occasion is complete, the parts of 
the comedy all filled : the persons of the play bear 
themselves with becoming suspense : and the scene 
is richly set with age, dignity, devilry, and youth, 
one and all essential to the true spirit of comedy. 

^e grandem: of distress, the lofty silence of disdain 
there is the girl’s mother in her shadowed chair, and 
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Sir Guy Conduit de Gramercy at his writing-table, the 
light of the shaded lamp by his elbow laying a rich gloss 
on his thick white hair. The indifierence that masks 
the depths of emotion, the faint mockery, the deep 
gravity, and the cunning candour of love — there is 
Joan de Gramercy coiled in a chair near her mother, 
a girl with those cool eyes that dare a man to surprise 
in them any secret that they will not, in their own 
good time, completely surrender to him. 

Mr. Maturin, handsome Beau Maturin, is talking. 
He generally is. A talkative man, let's face it. 

Joan,*' he addressed the girl’s eyes, your mother 
and your grandfather have objected to our engagement. 
We guessed they would, you remember ? Just lately, 
in fact, we’ve been guessing nothing else. Unfortunately 
for their authority, however, they are not in a position 
to prevent it. Now, Joan, we have had quite a long 
conversation in here, a little about you, but con- 
siderably more about me. That I am as God made 
me is a truth your grandfather will not for a moment 
admit. He is convinced that I am a good deal worse. 
That I am in love, your mother is unkind enough to 
doubt. She is convinced that I am suffering from a 
physical distemper. And so, just as you were not 
sw^'ayed by your guardians' arguments to-day, I have 
not been swayed by them to-night*- — 

" How, sir ! " cried Sir Guy hotly. '' Are you " 

I am talking, Sir Guy. But, Joan,” continued Mr. 
Maturin, "they insisted that I could cure you of your 
attachment to me, if I wished. I pointed out that I 
had already put myself before you as a man whose 
character contained certain grave flaws; and that you 
had, while deploring my recent and second bankruptcy 
and my only too frequent lapses from the strictly 
moral code, chosen to believe that there is still some 
good in me, and had therefore remained by your decision 
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to become my wife. Your nintlifr nm! f'r.nulf.jlier, 
however, have dared me tu tell y<m ttu- onnplfle truth 
about myself and yet lud.i 5-^1. j"en. <iitl I think for 
one moment that I would lose you m this way. I frankly 
admit” said Mr. Maturin emphatirally. " that I would 
not put my hand to any such quixotic folly " 

“ After all,” said Joan de (Irtimercy, " the jiast is 

“ My point exactly, child. And that is why," said 

Mr. Maturin, “if only to satisfy ymir motlu-r and 

grandfather of the inevit:d)ilily of yoni chnirc ;md of 
my complete faith in yonr love, 1 have decided to tlo 
what I will do. Listen, Joan-—-" 

It was Sir Guy's stern voice that fell on the room 
like an axe 

“You live up to my de-scriptiun of yon ctmipltdely, 

Mr. Maturin. You are indi'ed the ttce of cads 1 her 

now you are betraying your word of a h-w ininute.s 
ago.” 

“I do wish you wouldn’t mtf'rrtipt," sait! Mr. 
Maturin warmty. " I am emharked, let's f.icc if, on 
a suspension-bridge of v<‘ry clotihtful .strength, :«ui 
you keep on trying to upset my balance witli swi'epiiig 
comments on my character. My he ctut- 

tinued into the middle air, and sjxtke {mm this tnomeut 
on with his eyes fixed absently in the shadovv.s of the 
books on the shelves opposite, “ my tale has to do 
with many years ago. Now I have been, jind I have 
done, many things in my time ; futd have Iiecome one 
of those men of whom it is vaguely sttid, ' Ih* could 
write a book about his life,’ which, of conr.sc, meatts 
that I have done everything in my life except write 
a book. At the time I speak of I wiia a subaltern in 
a Guards r^ment ; a mode of life which, it may tlistress 
you to hear. Sir Guy, bored me in the extreme. As, 
however, the small allowance my father gave me was 
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'“'V niv aimmission, and as 

til'' Ht.il’' 1 all'iWitiH-f in Uvttrr tluin a poke in 
the cvi'. 1 litdunt! in p.Uit m e flu; whiln 1 t'ave myself 
111 * tii fit*' i'li .i 'nii:» nf 1 !h‘ town. Yuii must not for a 
!nii!ii<*ut tlimk," ]Uiiti‘sli'>l Mr. M.tluriii, witli feeling, 

•' tlial I asu tiviitg to In little tin; getitlemeu of the 
BtijMili-, for Ui'ttrr iiit'U iSi.iu 1 have tried and failed 
at th.it K.tiiie; not th.il I atn a slave to malice, for, as 
v<in kiiiiw, I w.w l.ii'-t expi-lli'il from their company; 
Init tinth cuiiifrK me to M.ufi-ss that my compiurions 
(if those d.iv« vvi'tr iiot.iMe tatlier for the (orrectness 
(if their uj>jH‘ai.i!n'e th.in for their leaniin,!.;, while their 
rhanu was of th.il st.ttic, piofomni .sort, which no one 
could call atui a er-rt.dn kind i)f primitive 

httMnaf/ was Iwh! amoiiK them to he the superior of 
wit. And .ts tiiin- went mi I rame to he esteemed among 
the lighter •*n% lot tho‘.e *pi.ihii<-s of the tongue and 
mind th.it ate r.iUnUied to send anv man, in due 
course, heaiiimiK down the (looked {latli. 

But I Iiiie.t tell yi*u I iiad our* very great friend 
amoJig them. Tins was a m.m who had everything I 
It, id not ; a simple fi.mku'-'S, a pl.un hut almost paiu- 
fiilly hone.st lK-.»ing. and a heart like gold, which was 
then, t*f rotiiH', m»»te evidently in dimlation than it 
is now. I ratmot im.igiiie how a l>oy uf that .sort could 
have Itivwl and adimnsl me; l«»t he undoubtedly 
did. and to a singtilat degrrr. sfj that 1 wius frequently 
ejia'hled to lairniw nioiit-v fftofu him ulmost painlessly, 
hr hr was hrir tu a great fortune, with which went a 
gte.d natne ; although, to I*? sure, h« was often as hard 
pul to It aa I was to ft! a inotw! of raviare to a piece of 
loa*.t, for his f.»lh«*r l»ad idras al*uut real-estate quite 
rontr.uy to ours. 

' " Mv friend breann? idig,^pd to a wautiful girl. 

What she viw in llw hoy. I tte not know. Women ure, 
h fs face it. ii-ld. Tlal *lie loved him, I was instantly 
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certain. Even my youthful cynicism ctmld not ascriK. 
to her the mean calculation of a forlime hunter. Th.u 
he loved her, madly and madly aj;.un, he fivinientiv 
made dear to me in those hrnkeu and inarticaLit; 
periods that are the hall-mark itf all hone.sf Englislmicii 
in love: and whidi, being often (|uite inaudihle, have 
earned for Englishmen a delight ftil repntaltMU f„r 
restraint. But let us not gent!rali,se when we can so 
profitably be particular. 

" We were at that time in the barrack.H that guurd 
the frontiers of Chelsea, my friend and I in adiaeciit 
rooms. Our ways of life, lunvtwer, were at that time 
vastly different ; for a.s I w;i.s passing thnaieli a 
financial void I woukl, with that resignatiuu whieii m 
one can deny has been my one cmisistent virtue l'.i 
early to bed eveiy night ; wher«*as my frieiui would 
return night after night at alnmt this hour, having 
escorted his betrotlied home after a play anti a hall • 
^d night after night, as he prepared himself for bed 
m the adjoining room, he would .softly whistle a tuius. 

I m j’ understand, he expressed his happiiit'ss ; and 
Jailed It, for the walls were thin and the tune 
intolerable. 

" It was Menddssohn’s Spring Song ; and, Sir Cuv 
I have already told you," said Mr. Maturin with a glmce 

lo V %vith ewry 

f ’f not of apjiroval. '* Iwnv my tli.'i. 

th!.* t composition ltd me, some months after 
^ what th.it 

SSy 

■Rp ^ I>orrowed a sum of money from Idni. 

1^°^’ — absorbed in his haptiiness that 
he scarcely noticed the third zero which, having .seen 

hta to^ldd tt«ached two, I iH:rs!iaded 

him to add to the primary auaieral on tha cheque. 
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Whereupon, ^ with his full permission, and a thousand 
jounds of his money, I prepared to make myself agree- 
able to his fiancee. 

He trusted me implicitly, that boy. And who,*' 
Jlr. Maturin asked dreamily of the middle distance, 

who wm teU the tale of the ramifications and subtleties 
and intrigues of the next few weeks, how I used every 
art on that beautiful girl, how she came to believe in 
rny love for her — and maybe I believed in it myself 
.-—how she came to look wearily on the honest but 
plain features of her fiance, how she came to suffer 
his inarticulate periods with a doubtful smile ; and how 
finally — though he had long since ceased to whistle 
the Spring Song — she broke her engagement to him, 
and had certainly become my wife but that I was at 
about that time expelled from the Brigade and was 
never, until quite lately, a marrying man. That is 
all; and, I think,'* said Beau Maturin softly, looking 
^ round at the chair which had until a moment ago been 
occupied by the figure of Joan de Gramercy, “ quite 
enough/' 

Sir Guy was silent : his thin long hands clasped 
nervously together on the surface of the writing-table, 
he stared fixedly at a point on the carpet. Mrs. de 
Gramercy was silent. Mr. Maturin examined, for 
quite a while, the points of his shoes. At last he 
murmured : Well ..." 

Sir Guy said, as though to himself : " That was a 
very dreadful story." 

Wasn't it 1 " Mr. Maturin agreed gravely. “ Well, 
good-night, Mrs. de Gramercy. Good-night, Sir Guy." 
And he strode towards the distant shadows by the 
door. 

"A moment I " the old gentleman seemed to awake. 
** Mr. Maturin, my daughter-in-law and I have to thank 
you. Good-bye." 
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The tall shadow by the door, as <ni fli«' i^i. 

pulse of a sudden memory, seH-med fo Inucli tli,- (nitskie 
of his breast-pocket. " OIi, by *li»‘ he said, 

“I will, if yoii don’t mind, luvit this bank-ntile. 
Your house owes it to nie, fiiKHi iiy«‘, gouf! de 
Gramercys ! ” 

Through the silence of (he !mnse (he two heard 
the steps of Beau Madiriii nn the of fh,. 

hall, the closing of the front door, tin* f.iint echo of 
his passage down the square. Sir (hty was .st.iring 
bemused at the still, distant figute of ids datighter- 
in-law. 

"What did he say, Eleanonr ? that our hou.m- <nved 
him that money? What tm eaith diti the man 
mean ? ” 

“What he said,” the shadow whispeiisl, and then 
it laughed, and old Sir Gtiy jniiiped fium his chair 
with the queer shock of Unit laugh. 

" Eleanour 1 ” 

As she came towards him he tfiok !u‘r hands in his 
and looked intently dowiv at her. Her eyes were very, 
very tired. She said : " I am very tireth 1 will go io 
bed now.” 

Old Sir Guy held her hands very tetid«'rly. " But 
what is on your mind, Eleaiiotir ? WIty did you latigh 
in that dreadful way ? ” 

She opened those tired eyes very wide. " Oli, surely, 
dear, I am allowed that— to laugh at ytmr having called 
Beau Maturin the ace of cads I *’ 

Old Sir Guy said sternly: "Yes, you are tireii, 
Eleanour. You are not yourself." 

“Poor old gentleman I" she tetiderly, hitferly, 
smiled up at him. " Poor old gentleman 1 Ih-ar, like 
aU your generation you have been wrong alxnit everv- 
thing in ours, but everything I Oh, you liave lx*t'n Mt 
wrong about what was good and what wa» rertten in 
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yaunn ' Wu.ri^' yuur wm, ma 

abi'iii lit'.iu ■’ ■’ 

Sir <<uy Mi.ijtjir.l vMih vav.ifjc inip.it iciict* : “You 
will kiitdlv fxpl.iiu, 1- 1. .ui.iii! . wJuit all tliis faul.-istic 
imn .i-nw* i*i ahaut.' 

“Of ('(.iirso.'' sIio (ill fh.iiifjlitfully, " tluTc was a 
nstain aiiiaimf <>f < Miisf for y<nir sun Basil. ! mudi* 
it r.ttlirr r.isy fur lutii. Vnn m-c, ilr.ir, t'ajw! M.tfwrin 
Ill'll. As 5iMl.ll, Villi !iii!;Iil say. Well, yi'S. IIi> just 
told fho st'.fv Jhf wiofij; way naiiui. Yim know, i 
was tmir riii:.iKci! to !w in.mi.sl to Mr. M.iturin, Ami 
111- iiitioilnn'il nn* to lo', !«'si fri, nd. Basil do (Jramrrcy. 
(Ill, (li'.ir, wiiv lini yiHi yoiir son siirlr a wry sniail 
.illovv.inri’ ? Will'll , is !«■ In- alilf {11 .sodiiw his fii'st 
frii'tiil's /dw* ho ni'ni. i! tiinni-y. But Capri M.ittiriii 
had iiorii" vrry wrll mi tin* iJi-rhy that ymir, and Basil 
I'.isilv iii.inaitcd ti* hoiiiiw a iliousiuid ' frmn him, hir 
no om*. IriH hut* it. naild i-vrr call Hrau Matnim tnoan 
with jmnicy. And out- dav Mr. M.dmin, wito used to 
whisth* tin* t" liinssrlf Ixsauja^ hr* and I 

hoth iovnl it, Midiirniv Intiiiii that I profcrrisl Basil's 
ptiK|K*! ts to his K«hh 1 li«>ks. I dnsi't .siipi«tse yon (';iu 
i vi'u yvt tiMiHr, dear, ihr i-xqnisite* ri'Vi-rijin that Mr. 
Miitiii'iit lias ha*! of rut* ntui of yoitr hoirsc* fo-tiijjht. He 
ittlintW, ohviinwly. to many rny rktightfr ; how, 
yon iniftht mv, amid I have Imnie that i* lint I tell 
yon i nitihl liave {Hnnr it iitfinitnly luetter than the 
nil ininy of this ni!:ln, IJrrc I haw sat. a faddi woman, 
wliilc Ciip'l Maiiiim, ffrskhiT imd more Imntlsnme in 
h.aikrnpn-v than wr ! have l»«n in sacem. having 
won my d,»tigt»tri'>» love, killed it out of pity far yon — 
oil, not for m»*I~~'w«h i» tale whkli, however he had 
liiltl it, dm s me very little honour. And, for pity's sake, 
far ymir wikr. h*? sj sired y«a your sm. I should not 
l..ivi* ndd ynit mnv; I have don© wrong, hut I had to. 
I'.vin the old, d»‘at. lannot ho allotmd to bo wrong 
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about everything M the time I Ihit don't look so 
sadl Why do you, why should you, look so sad? 
After all, the de Gramercys have ha<l everything 
they ever wanted from me and my d.mghter—and 
the ace of cads certainly hasn’t I Guod-night, 
dear.” 
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IV here 
The Pigeons 
Go 

To Die 



1 It IS 4N iiiUi Ji ;is tln!r jrths arc worth 
tor tin* .Miihfjriijis rcsjjonsjblc for the 
ttfjii'iittirs of lid' town not to employ a man 
on the I ii ,»! Hiuicrstanilirig that every once 
* 1 V t ’* ’f^*'*'* '^htihs to the very top of 

Wrd s u.lumn in Irafalgar Square to deamie 

aw.iv Mitli u tiiM- as nngljt have collectol about the 

i ' ' *" ! '* *'* *** **’*’ matJ who 

Witettaki’s this p'-t lions task that we owe a piece of 

Informatjwn wlm h ctuiimt tail to interest gentles and 
•liHpIts, Hi* fills ii.nv hr never but finds numerous 
I’li^on . ly»n|; diad alwut the ft*t of our ih.fr hero, 
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Sometimes there will be not nion? th:m u score or so, 
sometimes there may be dost: on an Innulretl, and he 
relates on oath how he once renuiveii, in a bag which 
he takes up with him for that purpose, the hklies of 
pigeons to the number of one humlreii and thirty-four; 
among which, he tells with awt;, there w’as tin; corpse 
of a pretty white dove. 

That was on the evening of the first of May of the 
year of grace 1924, and the reason why the giKKl man 
tells witli awe of the dove among tlw pigeons is because it 
was on that very evening that he was vts'ctal by a strange 
phenomenon. The. facts may interest the <airiou.s. 

The prodigious number of the dead pigeons had 
kept him at his task much later than usual ; and as 
he picked up the dove he chanced to look up at Lord 
Nelson, who stooil at that iimmeiit in the light and 
shadow of the sun as it set beyond .^dmir.ilty .4ic!j, and 
the good man fancied that tlu< sicrn f.u-e of my i.or(j 
Nelson frowned. 

Unseemly though it is to doubt any man's word, 
the sceptical sort may be peniiiltcd to <jni".stion whether 
the fellow was at that moment .se«*jng si might, smd 
whether it was not the fanciful light of twilight that 
had set him thinking that Lord Nelson luirl ituiulged 
in a passing frown. 

But to more kindly folk the gomi man's fancy will 
not present such marvellous !eatur{>s when they know 
that it was on the evening of that f1r.1t of May that Mis^ 
Pamela Wych came upon an event beneath Lord 
Nelson's eyes that completely cluuiged the course of 
her whole hfe. 
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n 

Thr clear cruil cvts uf Wyrh were clouded that 
ypriiifr evciiiiij;. Mi - Wvrh was thiukiiig. All about 
her the I.oiuImh «if t Kfnni^ Stmt marched and screamed 
aoil itiiuleti, I'Ut Mi'<. VVych walked unheeding, alone 
as a in a wild garden. The London of Oxford 
bln ft was like .i Miih'd silk h.'indkercliiof ■waving franti- 
callv h' tin' eveuifig sun, hut the geniiK of thought 
dr.ijn-d the voiiiii;, In he liguu- with a rare calm dignity. 
Now hlis-s Wvih w.is iiculy always calm, for such 
was her natiiif. Ihit she was not aiway.s dignified, for 
(tiguily eotiies veiy Mody to youth, dignity is a gentle 
hhiN.tiin that giow'*. wjfh the years, and when dignity 
omies to youth it fiune.s alw.iys unconscioiusly, it is 
fleeting, flail, s-oi. We aie not sjaaking of the dignity 
of auger, hut of the dignity of sorrow. Miss Wych was 
sid that evening. 

All that day, whilst sin* was at her allotted tasks in 
tin* niillineiv de|i,ut(neiit of Messrs. Conic & Go, Miss 
\V\ch had iMiii saving to lier.self: "I must think. I 
will think this evening. One dw-sn’t think nearly 
eitmigh. I will think a lot this evening. I ■will ■walk 
honir, thinking. I do ho|»c it keejrs fine." 

That Is what Mi« Wydi had thought, for she was 
veiy romwieJit ions in the fultHiiient of her duties in the 
millinery tlejHirtiueiit, and she always did her best not 
to intiiidf her {tiivatr toncenis into her service of 
ihersis. Coinr h tio, Not that either Mr. Come or Mr. 
Go C(»uld powthly tiave noticed it if she had, since her 
service wji'i hn! an atom amortg the service of one 
tiunswid iitid live hundred emftkiyhi', for Messrs 
Come & Git's was atlvertiw'd as the largest store in 
London, jonl why dimiM any one doubt the verity of 
sui h heiiutifid ;«,H'etli«*iin«its aa those of Messrs. 
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Come & Go, wHch tell unccasnijtrly of the iliv(>is !)■ 
gains that can be bought f<tr nv\i in jinjliiuj, ,f' 
Everyman and Mrs. EviTyvvimi.tn iiimlv bv Vn'fir’' 
within and being smiled at atht tii.ij.uely "by 
Mr. Come or Mr. Go in piTsuu, .md .ii! dclivt ici 
Mr. Everyman's door within t w. m v fi.ur ■ 

plain motors. Any one can .set; by th. n .uhvr!i.,,ni,.nf'! 
that Mr. Come and Mr. Go have g.a .ill ,,(he, men Inat 
on philanthropy, and how they nmn.ig.- to live -n il 
is very puzzling, butnodmihl the\ h.iVe private hr., ni'e 
of them own and don't rely on niaLing .«,y ' 

of their store. " ** ^ 

Miss Wych had never so niiirli as m*| ^ j 

great employers, but slie would wnudti a .LmI 
about them, and she would womhi j..:i-u uI.Vilv thn 
the great men's youth. Now Mi ,s 

success above aD things. Thos- G.-.., . tct ! I' 

at life, this teeming, chaotic life, in Hl.i. i, ' 

atom of service, and as she look..! .u bt,- a nri,„v‘ 
shinmg amour of gold and s.i,,.! Menild W 
rom the boding ranks, bravi* wiih niiiiaiiji Jiami,,,, 
with youth indeed a very piiuce of pun.,.., 'aiI,! ot 

Tt 1 was Succe.s.s. IlMt la.w M 

Wy(* thought of success, like a gloiiwns lover \h- 
loved success, like a glorious lover. Ami once uonl, 
tune she had tried to win him for lu-iself Mi .■ {v,.f 
had once tried her fortune on ti e I t. . i f 

Jim.? c4vans, 
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^ pretty 

would have looked 

absurd on any one else’s face, because it was so smaU 
Her face was as white as the moon. 

_ Since she had made up her mind to walk to her 
boardmg-house m South Kensington, she did not join 

omnibuses at the comer of 
Maible Arch and Park Lane. They who had been in 
such haste a moment before now waited so quietlv 
so uneagerly, as though they didn't care whether they 
were going home or not. The stillness of Park Lane 
seemed to Miss Wych very refreshing after the din of 
the panting hosts of Oxford Street. She walked in 
the broken shadows of the Park railings. A young 
man on a black horse cantered by, looking as though 
he had bought the world for tuppence, and wanted his 
money back. Now and then an omnibus rolled by 
rolled on, and on, and on, the red-and-white monster 
born of man s divine gift for making his life intolerable. 
A young lady with a bright red hat in a little silver- 
car tore by like a j ewel in a hurry. Huge limousmes sped. 

shining insects whispering to Miss 
Wych of a grander world than the world of Miss Wych. 
The people in Hyde Park walked slowly to and fro 
listening to each other. When the sun lit their faces 
they looked brown and gold and copper-red, but other- 
TOse^ tlmy looked tired. Through the railings the sun 
fell in bars of gold about her feet and kissed the dark 
x^ir that waved over her ears, so that the dark hair 
shone m a way that was a wonder to behold. Mice 
■Wych, of course, was always wishing that her hair was 
fair, but she was quite wrong about that. The thoughts 
of Miss Wych as she walked were, roughly : “ The 
sun is sinking, if it only knew it, into Kensington 
Gardens. The sun is sinking, if it only knew it, into 
Kensington Gardens. The sim is- — ” 
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And a voice at her shoulder said : — 

“ Excuse me 1 Please excuse me. I say, you mu$t 
excuse me ! ” 

Miss Wych thoiiglit: “And sucli ihiiigs cui! lutppen 
in sunlight. 0 our Fidhcr, why uvu't You w.ilcli Ymir 
world more carefully I " 


III 

Miss Wych walked on, in the broken .shadows of the 
Park railings. And her eyes were tunietl to tin; sun, 
which did not know it wjw sinking into Kensington 
Gardens, for what else was tluTe to haik at ? Tlien a 
bird flew across ihirk l-aiie and .siit on a window-sill, 
and Miss Wych kwked at that. 

“ Plca.se," s:iid the voice iit her shoulder. " li’mi 
see. Miss Wych, I must. For I can't bear it any more, 
honestly. Don't be beastly to me, please I " 

Miss Wych thongld : “This is a fiii«> ihitig, beijig 
spoken to by strange men I 1 supjxise 1 look eomnion 
or flashy or something, else lie wwildn't tlare. What 
shall I do, oh, what shall I do ? What «lo women do ? " 

"^Look here," said the voice at her shoulder, “I 
can't keep this np any longer. I’m no gowl at speaking 
to people I don't know. Good-bye.” 

" Good-bye,” said Miss Wych. 

“Oh, you’ve sfiokeni ” cried the voice at her 
shoulder. 

Miss Wych thought: "Oh, oh, damn I " 

Miss Wych said : “ This fs very extraonlinurv 
behaviour. Please go away." 

Miss Wych had intended to my that icily, hut in 
point of fact she said it very shyly. There, was a g.id 
who worked with her in tiie millinery department i.f 
Messrs. Come & Go who said : '* When I don't like a 
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boy I just give him the Once-Over and he's off." Miss 
Wych envied that girl. But she called up her courage 
and tried to give the stranger the Once-Over. The 
stranger, however, did not go Off. The stranger was a 
lean young man with deep dark eyes that seemed to 
whirl with the trouble that was in him. 

''You see/' he said, "it's like this, Miss Wych. 
I had to meet you somehow. But how ? I did not 
know what to do. And so I did this. Miss Wych dear, 
will you forgive me ? " 

Miss Wych thought : " There are times when one must 
placate the devil. This must be one of those times." 

Then Miss Wych discovered a most extraordinary 
thing. She discovered that she was looking deep into 
the stranger's dark eyes. She flushed as red as a tennis- 
court. 

" This is terrible I " she said bitterly. " Terrible I 
How dare you speak to me I Please go away at once." 

" I can't," said the young stranger. " I would if I 
could. But I just can't. I'm sorry." 

Miss Wych thought " He says he's sorry, the beast I " 

" You are mad," said Miss Wych indifferently. The 
sun walked in fire and glory but the world was dark, 
the world was dark, and bold bad men walked the 
streets for to be offensive to maids. The yotmg stranger, 
for instance, did not go away. He said desperately — 

" If you will give me just one look you will see that 
I don't mean to offend you." 

"That may be so," said Miss Wych bitterly, "but 
you do." 

"You only think I do," protested the lean young 
man. " That's all it is, really." 

Then Miss Wych discovered a most extraordinary 
thing. She discovered that she was walking slowly, 
slowly. Instantly she walked on quickly. 

The lean young man sighed : " Oh, dear 1 " 
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Miss Wych said breathlessly : I don't even know 
your name I And bow you have got to know mine I 
really can't imagine! But you don't look wicked. 
Please don't go on being nasty I Please I Won't you 
go away now ? " . 

Pamela Wych," the young stranger whispered, 
" Pamela Wych, Pamela Wych, Pamela Wych, how 
the devil was I to meet you except by daring this ? 
Further, you are my fate, and what sort of a man would 
I be if I were to leave my fate in the very second of 
finding it ? " 

Miss Wych thought: ''This is getting serious," 

" That is all very well," she said reasonably, " talk- 
ing about fate and big things like that. But when you 
take it as just behaviour you can see as well as I do 
that it is ail wrong. Sir, there are things one can't do, 
and this is one of them, and so you must please go 
away at once." 

" That is the one thing I can't do," said the young 
stranger desperately. "You see, although you won't 
show me your face I can see the tip of your ear peeping 
out from your hair, and it is as red as a rose." 

Miss Wych thought : " This can't go on. How would 
it be if I called a policeman 7 ” 

It is red," said the profile of Miss Wych, " for 
sh^e that a man can so insult his manhood." 

Oh, I do wish people wouldn't talk like those small 
leaders in The Daily Mail 1 " cried the voice at her 
shoulder. ‘ I'm not insulting my manhood. I am 
living up to it for the first time in my life." 

fiercely: "Go away, go away, go 

Dear,” said the young stranger, "listen to me. 
me. I am not playing.'* 

thought: “Our Father which art in 
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They wtii^ in the i’nrk. How thoy Inul come to be 
in ill** I’.uk W 3 tii cotihl not imagine. Over 

Kensington (kiuiius tiie Min w.is imircliiiig to eternity 
■with a rohoii of tloutlH aiui colonr.s. 

" No," saiil the lean J’oniii,' man, " I am certainly not 
playing. .Miss Wyeh liear. this is not a ‘pick-up’ 

‘‘It's piracy! ”^.said Miss Wj’cli contemptuously. 

*' That’s right," sai<I the* le*an young man with tlw 
eyes of tiouhle. 

Von say you airn't playing," Miss Wych bitterly 
complaineil, " hiit^ yon an* iipsi-tthig me very much. 
A little* chn ahy, sii, \eould help yeni to sess huw tenitk'el 
I am." 

"I am tfi(iti»‘<i too," .stitl the young stranger, "of 
this happiui'ss. It can't po.s.*iibly last, can it ? It's tex) 

X*!loniloils.'’ 

Mi.ss Wie-h tliemght : " He's gone mad 1 " 

" I reaiiv eion't know why you ask me," she panted 
spifetully, "svhefher it am ikst or not. How shouM 
1 know? Aue! it's ixafectly absurd, what we* are 
doing'. It is perfeUly absurd. I don't know you, you 
don't know me, ami that’s that. Any otic would Uiink 
we wen; b.ihiess 1 " 

" Hut that'.s just what I am i loir," said the young 
fitiangi i, " I am rxaejiy one week old." 

Ml Wvth lliotighl " And he talks like it 1" 

Miv. Myth 'hi: "Really! How interesting." 

" I am one week old," the .stranger Kiid, *' because it 
was e.s.u tly a week ago that I first saw you. And you 
lieeiin't laugh I " 

” I’m not I.mghing," said Mi* 4 i Wych. 

Ti.ev were sitting on two chairs in the Park. How 
I lav had come |o hr sitting on two cltaini in the Park 
Wi.‘.s \Vv. h could not imagine. The sun vms red in the 
fate wuh tivujg to get to Australia through Kensingtan 
dardeas. 
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The young stranger said : Xnw ^ ” 

His eyes were deep and dark and yh\\ ,iinl Mi-.n Wydi 
thought: '*He is one of nhh,»’ py 

There are a lot of them alKUit, Hr i-. |‘ii'Mii/iblv iistif'to 
burning people with tht».st^ o)'eN of ki*,, t;ij| . 

bum me/' 

The lean young man w'us 
may I tell you soniething niosl inipt*uaiii/ { 

you. 

“That is what ycni say," s.iiti Mi‘.s Wyrh, .nul \v;is 
surprised at henserf, fur .six; ii.ul iul< ii.lfii'tu sav M.iiie- 
thing quite different. 

" Love," said Mks Wyeh wvcrrlv, *' is .i siiy word 
It should not be thrown about juvt aiiyluiw. Thiit's 
quite apart from its being ehn k " 

The lean young nian’s eyes bnnit anijiilv, ami l,e 
said: "I have be<>u in hcH foe a .md viai (in- 
to me of cheek I " » WiK 


" Well, it is cheek," saitl Miss Wv. Ij sulkily, 

Now because the young sli.uiger's (h-rp d'.ufc eves 
were whirling with the troubU- tb.t! w.w m hi,,, mj., 
Wych suddenly thought t.. cios,- hers (jghf, f.Ir'she 
did not w^t to let herself la* ».itv f<»i him. J^hi* 
thought : If this is what they call k.nimii. r well 

oh, dear, give me a nice hiw ride in a him icon.* 1 It 
womd be much less imcomfortuble." 

“ One day " the voice was siyiitg, " I p, 

go with a friend into that shop where y,m Ikk, a,, I 
I ^w you and my life fell down like « tin soldim iull, 
a broken leg. That was a week ago. and Htwti flu-n I 
haven t picked it tip, I haven't known what to <i» 

^ K” wilb hive 

Stii^love “ All^r K- s-mc 

msane. for it is imsane not to have a prc,i«*r iH-rsiurtive 
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nf lift', ni'-: ,t f i.'ptt [II Kp.rfivi‘ r.f life is to ho quifo 
O'rtiiin th.ii i!io wi-ilii i\ w,>ll lust iVir the luvp nf one 
person. H is u" m- !<• wnik from gnihhy hirlh to 
grublpv ilr.nh W'lih ii>Ari ;ui atfetiijit to eluiin a star, 
with ii'vcr ,t 1. 1 ill na riu li.nitinent, with never a try 
ti) kiss a f.iirv HI til luf ni a liieatn, Dear, only dnWs 
niakf life H.tl. ail Ilf hfi-that is not fonrlietl and troiihlefi 
hy oil! ihf.utis is not ical. ttois not exist. T ctnild 
ncil. liavr iivii! until imw if ! hatl «nt tliramod that ont. 
dav I wi-nld nirrt v<iij. ! h.ivo work d, ! have lu'en' 
what is calh'd mii i * -sfii!, hot alw.ivs I was tinder tin; 
S)h!! of a init.dte th.it w.is to hapjH-ii, and when I saw 
you ! kinav th.it tnii.oli' h.nl ha|i}ieiu'ii, I just wanted 
to till you ih.tt. I UhfVe in inuarles and magic and 
Hiy love fm yon. 'I'hat is mv test.unenl. And H it is 
cheek to sav I hivr you, then i hr.k must lie lys k'antifid 
it ihiin; as ♦ti.i.tuv. And now I am going away, for 
yotir i-yi s are < loM-d, and that roust he heranw rnv 
talk III love Imies you, ! have tried the imjMn.sihle, 
just to he eeitaifi that iwuhing is impossihle until one 
has fiml it. Ami I ha%e h.uut anuther thing: 1 know 
now that when I am in.t li».krog at you I shall he Mind, 
when 1 am no! hstinuig to vou I shall deaf, atul 
ahvavs I shall htnl iio delight in the world hiit in 
tlinij(;ii!'. of you Ami now I will go aw'ay.’* 

Mi'.s Wveh ojtenn! het evis and s.ikl : "Don't gn 
mvav." That is all she said, hut it was quite enough 
for the lean young roan, who eiiught liis breath ami 
threw dowti his hat and himtaplf. Now all the 

(•(iltiiits m the^ wiuiil and in the Heavens had met over 
Keiriiifttnn (lardetm in a ftmferonce to dimisa ways 
uiiii im.inn for {tattiiig the «Mn fo sleep, and a few of 
them I'anie ijunkly atid lit Mm Wych's facir as she 
Slid : 

"Tiiete H soinrihing very silly about me. It has 
landed me into a li»t i,f trouble in my time, I always 



Where the Pigeons go to Die 

beUeve what people say. I believe in fairies. I beli^w 
in God. I believe that moonlight has a lovely 
I beheve in men.” 

" Please believe in me I ” said the lean 

tis, 

man. 

“ But why shouldn’t I ! ” cried Miss Wych, 
wide eyes. " What a funny world this is, isn’t it ? 
always believe people straight away when they 
beastly things to us, but we don’t if they say 
things '' 

We will change all that I '' the young strang^^ 
whispered. 

Ail this while the world was standing quite still ^ 
a special treat for the sylphs and sprites, so that th^^^ 
could dart about the sky and never lose their way bac^ 
to the friends who had stayed at home. It was curiot^s 
Miss Wych thought, how she could feel the silence 
the world. It was as though the wings of a dartitig 
bird brushed her cheek, scented her thoughts, sang 
her heart. It was as though the world was still witl]^ 
reverence. Before her very eyes a fairy tripped over ^ 
blade of grass, and^Miss Wych thought : ** I must 
dreaming.'' 

“ Talking of cheek," said the lean young man. 

“Yes?" said Miss Wych. 

“Look here," said the lean young man, and yon 
could have blown his voice away with a breath, if 
I have the cheek to ask you to marry me, will you ha\^e 
the cheek to say yes? " 

He had a stick with an ivory top that was as yellow 
and cracked with age as an old charwoman's face. Slie 
looked at it for a long time, and then she looked a.t 
him. 

“Why," she cried, “your eyes are wet I " 

I know," said the lean young man fiercely. And 
I don t give a damn. For the love of God, am I suioli 
88 
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^ fool . _ 

i-nowina* ^ •*• wouldn’t be crying for the happiness of 
“ Well fre in the world 1 ” 

said Miss Wych, “I shall probably be 
t*"ll Vtiu at any moment. But first of all I must 

^tniiiger marry me instead ? " pleaded the young 

1 wii'i 

she K ^ story/' said Miss Wych gmveiy, 

^ *^egaia at once. 


IV 

* born," said Miss Wych, ''in a small town 

• f of England which would have been the 

in the world if there hadn’t been uglier 
cilH H a xronriid it. My mother died when I was quite 
when I was nineteen my father died ; but 
f \ 1 ^ being alone half so much as you might 

^ ^eaxise I was very ambitious. So, with the few 
jKiiintls xrxy father had left, I came to London to try 
my for rrcie on the stage. I had an aunt who was once 
ku I I ess in Binningham, and that was why I thought 
of Qf stage. And people said I was pretty, 
in tlxal; ngly town there was a boy who loved me. 
I liH n.uno was George and he was a clerk in an auction- 
oilxee, bnt he wanted to be a farmer. When my 
futiun’ died George asked me to marry him, but I said 
I rf aildxx't: <3.0 that, and explained about my ambitions 
SI, I id how I would first of all like to have a try at being 
iix the world. You see, it isn't only grown-ups 
who havo dreams. Besides, George was poor, and 
liuwrvor would we live if we did get married ? 

** I to came to see me soon after I had settled in London. 
I toli! liiixi I was studying acting at the Academy 
of Ihamatic Arts, and also I told him that I loved 
m.w. 89 - G 
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him. Of course, I wouldn’t have liiM iiim that if he 
hadn't asked me. But I thought 1 tiiti. 1 w.t;; only 
nineteen and a bit, and he was so stmug and sfiimis, 
and as fair as you are dark, and when he was almost 
too serious to speak the tip of his nose wuuki <]iiivor 
in a lovely, funny way. 

"That was the last time I saw Oeorge, hut (his 
evening I am to see him again. Yoti see, that was on 
the first of May five years ago, ami (umge and I swore 
a great oath. George said he was off to .'\iurrita to 
make his fortune, but that in five j-v.a.s to the d.iv he 
would be waiting for me at the Sav*iy iIot<-l at eight 
o’clock to give me dinner and hear me s.i\’ tiiaf I would 
marry him. We chose a grand plaee like the .Suvov 
Hotel because, of course, George would have tuaiie Id’s 
fortune by then. George added that he li.ui no atuln- 
tions for himself, he wouldn't mind bidug jmd a fatim-r, 
but that he would work for mu. I said tliat was ;i 
very good idea, for men should be amliitions atul 
imperious, marching into history with rhar lie.uis 
and brave thoughts and clean eyes. 

" I said I would keep myself free for him. I promised 
him that just as he was going awtiy, :uui you silutuld 
have seen how happy his eyes wore ami how tiie tip 
of his nose quivered! And now I htive to see liim in 
a few minutes' time, and what shall I .say to liitii ? 

" I was a failure on the stage. I am a failure evf'n 
as a girl in a shop. I am a failure in e\ t i ythiiig but lay 
dreams. My childish ambitions have witlteied. anil 
you would think I had learnt such a le.s.sou that 1 
wo^dn t have any more, but now I have the hugest 
^bition m the world. I would like verv imieh to he 

o ^ woiuletiug all to day 

for how many days what I would say to Gemge tills 

evetT^lvn ^ Wasn't really in Jove with him 

even when I made my promise, I knew llutt In my heart 

90 
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even then. My iuumii.r was just one uf timse imnortant- 
loukintt tlmviis that an* wnntg out of the soil of pity 
Anti iiiy l<usit»<**KN in !if,* fi<.m now onwards dear 
straiijrer, will he in I.*, p tliat hi.ldeti from my hu’ bund 
But nf ci.uisr I wiU (P t used to (iiseiiflianlnimt, just 
like cveiy aue eh.e, and tin* time will eonie when I will 
wunderat mvs.-lf f,,r talking to you like this, and the 
time will t uuo* wln-u I. like every one else, will die with 
the sil k lieart of one wlm has never fulfilled herself. 
And now I must go. f<.r it is iI„m. ,,n eight o'clock." 

"Of Connie," said the h-an young man thoughtfullv 
"he might. Us Mune remstm we can't tell, not keep h'is 
appoint nnitt. And fhm— - — " 

" And then, and llien, and then f " sang Mm Wydi 
but she ild.hd giav.Iy : " Hiit oh, he will I Geojge is 
ji good man ami a ilefermined man. Failure or sucxess. 
he will I'e till I*-," 

The lues Irtiint low in the west. They walked 
towards the g.ites ui the P.trk. M).s.s Wych counted 
four in the sky- 

" lovr," Mid the le;m young man, "knows eveiy 
etiMitiiut hut that of |i.tlieiu*e. t come with 

you, I’.uuet.i Wvih ? we go together to thLs 

deoii;.' man ? Coidd h«* d«i anything hut release y<ni ? *' 

"That wouldn't lie for," said Mi«w Wych. "That 
Hoiiliiti t la* fair id nil. fill, yes, fieorge would releasts 
me. Blit life is iiut >a» easy as that. It's all very nice 
ami i .t .\' to talk and dream, hut aren't there duties 
too? I will go to tleoige amt tell hitii I tun ready to 
in.mv him. I mmf tb that. But maybe he won't 
w.int to inarty me, And then- — ** 

_Tli( clock at the Bark gates sIcmkI at t€« rainutea to 
eight iiMitfk ; and on this strani^ mrhaitted evening, 
Siiiit Mi-e. kVych_. she would indulge in the extravagance 
of ;i i.(V! •life Thi* lean >*oMtig; miw •teod by the door 
and :..ud gienMcyc, and he lakl also ; ** If that Gmrgo 
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maa isn’t there, I shall know. Or if that George man 
isn't worthy of your loyalty, I shall know. And I will 
come to you again." 

" If I " sighed Miss Wych. " If I If the world was 
a garden, and we were butterflies I If the world was a 
garden, and God was kind to lovers I Good-bve srood- 
bye, good-bye 1 " 


There is an eminent school of tliought which insists 
ftat Aere is no such thing in this world as chance. 
Therefore we may take it that ever since the beginning 
of creation there was appointed one small wind to 
lurk nearby the National Gallery in Trafalgar Square 
for the purpose of blowing an empty paper-bag under 
a horse’s nose. i r t, 

The horse belonged to a van, and it was probably 
bored with the van. It gave a kick at the paper-bag. 
It missed the paper-bag. " Woa 1 " cried the driver of 
the van. That got on the horse's nerves, and it bolted. 

Two men cried : " Ho 1 Woa I Oil" An old man 
seeing newspapers by the steps of St. Martin's-in-the- 
rieldS’ ^id : " No ’orse can't bolt far with an 'eavy 

van. The driver of tlie van cried : " } " An 

orange-and-banana merchant leapt for his life from 
the horses hooves and his oranges and bananas fell 
as manna upon Trafalgar Square, and many little 
childrm ran together and gave praise. A large hand- 

at a good pace up the 
fSf Strand. It had to swerve to avoid running 

merchant. As it swerved 
^ ancient taxi-cab that was 
Tbe ancient taxi-cab over- 
turned. There was a scream of smashing glass, and the 

92 



Where the Pigeons go to Die 

two wheels of the taxi-cab revolved plaintively in the 
air. 

JBewty I said the old man selling newspapers 
for he was a connoisseur of accidents. The limousine 
had stopped. The horse was walking on quite calmly 
now. A little boy picked up the paper-bag, blew into 
it, and made a noise. A lot of people came to look at 
the taxi-cab. 

Stand back, there I Stand back ! '' cried a young 
policeman. 

The driver of the taxi-cab crawled from underneath 
the wreck. There was blood on his face, and he 
was so ugly that he looked like several sorts of 
animals at once. He stared at the chauffeur of the 
limousine. 

** Wotcherdothatfor ? ** he asked bitterly. 

** Come- on, now, lend a hand I said the young 
policeman sternly. 

A tall, fair, serious-looking young man had alighted 
quickly from the limousine, and with him a young lady 
in a clxinchilla coat. 

My, there's a girl underneath 1 " she sobbed in a 
faint American accent. 

There was 1 " said the taxi-driver bitterly. 

" Good God, she's pinned there I " cried the tail, 
fair young man. 

George, and on our honeymoon!" sobbed the 
young lady in the chinchilla coat. 

Come on now, give us room 1 " said the policeman 
sharply. " Now then, sir, just help me lift this wheel 
off the young lady." 

It was the lean young man who was helping the 
policeman. He had followed Miss Wych. As the tall, 
fair young man and his young wife in the chinchilla 
coat pressed forward through the crowd, the lean 
young man looked up at him, and his face was very 
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stem. The tall, fair young man lonkcd bark with 
bewildered, wretched eyes. 

" Don’t say she’s dead 1 ” he wlii.spcrt'd. 

"Now, sir,’’ said the young polit-cman, " I’H keep 
this up while you bring her through sharp as you like, 
Now I ’’ 

The lithe young body was broken aiuj .still The 
crowd pressed round. 

" She’s dead orl right I ’’ said the orange and banana 
merchant 

The last flames of sunset over Admir.aity Arch ht 
the peering faces, and they loolu'd as impcjMina! as 
gargoyles. Some took off their hats. 

" Oh, she’s dead 1 ’’ sobbed the youi>g lady in the 
chinchilla coat. 

"Such a pretty young lady I ’’ s;ud the (.ixi driver 
bitterly, wiping the blood from his face. 

The lean young man and the young polti i nnin knelt 
beside the still, broken body and tried to lind life where 
no life was. The orauge-and-b;mana incrchaut took 
off his hat. The policeman’s helmet fell to tlx- ground 
and rolled a little way down toward.s the Str.ind. The 
tall, fair young man held his silk hat in hi-, li.uid. The 
lean young man looked up at him tlinmgh . 1 . hliiuling 
mist of tears and stammered : " Aren't you wtriy] 
aren’t you sorry ? ’’ 

"George," sobbed the young lady in the rhinchilla 
coat, “why is he looking at you like that 'i " 

“ Blessed if I know I " stammered the tail, f.iir young 
man. 

" By gum, look at the cop 1 ’’ &-iid the or.iiige and- 
banana merchant. 

The lean young man darted a look at the |Kditvni:in 
kneehng beside him, and he saw that the s«iliremim 
wept, and he saw that the tip of the polieeman's rutsi; 
was quivering. 
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" She dicxl/' ylammercd the lean young man, " while 
keeping her promise to you. But you had failed her.” 

” I’ve f.iiled at, oveiytldng in every country," said 
the young polin'inaii. "And now I'U probably get 
the sack from this job too for crying on my beat." 

" 'ICre, give 'im back ’is ’elmet," said the taxi-driver 
bitti'dy. ■’ A coj) without a 'elmet don’t look natchral." 

" Ami who’s goiu’ to give me back my oranges and 
bananas ? " sai<i the orange-and-banana merchant. 
" Isn’t there no justice in this world, that’s wot I want 
to know ? " 
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The 

Battle of 
Berkeley Square 



|NE morning not long ago a was 

engaged in killing worms in ttio ganit/ns of 


Berkeley Square wlum il was forcaai ,c>ii liis 
attention that he had a, pain. Tlie pain, 
which was offensive, was an Ids lofi Nidt*. 
but thinking at first that it was no mmv than a irm* 
porary stitch brought about by t!t<* iiuwoiUisl w, 
he dismissed it- from his rniml as a pain nnwnrila’ 
of the notice of an officer and a geiiliomaii, aiiil uvut 
on killing worms according to the dirtaiinns tin 
tin. 


This waS: aTarge tin, 'and, lield at an angle 
' 96 ■ 
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gentleman’s right hand, a white powder issued there- 
from and covered the blades of grass, whilst with his 
left hand he manoeuvred a syringe in such a way that 
a brownish liquid was sprayed upon the ground. 

An entirely new and nasty smell was thus brought 
into the world ; nor did there appear to be any such 
good reason for it as is generaUy brought forward on 
behalf of a novel smell, such as industry, agriculture, 
the culinary necessities of certain foods, or the general 
progress of civilisation. Mean, however, though our 
gentleman’s physical , position was, for he needs must 
bend low to the end that not a blade of grass might 
escape his eagle eye, mentally he took his stand on a 
lofty ideal ; and, dismissing the stares of passers-by 
as unworthy of the notice of an oflicer and a gentleman, 
continued to misbehave according to the directions on 
the tin. 

The chemist who had sold him the tin and the syringe 
had sworn a pharmaceutical oath to the effect that, on 
his sprinkling the grass with the powder and spra5dng it 
with the lotion, not a worm in Mayfair but would 
instantly arise from the bowels of the earth and die. 
Nor was the chemist’s prophecy vain ; for the powdering 
and spraying had not been going on for long, when 
behold I a multitude of worms arose and passed away 
peacefully. So great, indeed, was the massacre that a 
Turkish gentleman who was passing by stood at atten- 
tion during a five minutes’ silence, but that is quite 
by the way and has nothing to do with George Tarlyon’s 
pain, which was growing more offensive with every 
moment. Thinking, however, that it could be no 
more than an attack of lumbago, and therefore dis- 
missing it from his mind as a pain unworthy of the 
notice of an officer and a gentleman, he went on killing 
worms, because he wanted to stand well with a pretty 
girl he had met the night before at a party who had 
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said she was a Socialist and that there were too many 
worms in Ma3rfair. 

Major Cypress now enters the story, and the fact 
that this is a true story makes it so much the more 
regrettable that therein the Major is presented in a 
tedious, not to say a repellent, light. Poor Hugo* 
About a year before these happenings he had entered, 
upon matrimony with Tarylon's little sister Shirley* 
and he loved her true, even as she loved him. We 
will now talk a while of Hugo and Shirley. 

Shirley was a darling, and Hugo had no money 
above that which he earned, which was nothing, and 
that is why they lived in a garage in the Mews behind 
Berkeley Square, had breakfast late, went out for 
dinner, and on to supper. Not that the garage wasn't 
delightful. The garage was charming. Shirley herself 
had supervised the architects, builders, decorators, and 
plumbers, and by the time rooms had been added, 
kitchens hollowed out, bath-rooms punched in — by 
the time, in fact, the garage had been converted into 
a house, it had cost Hugo more money at rates of 
interest current in Jermyn Street than the lease of a 
fine modem residence in Berkeley Square. Poor Plugo, 

Every morning at about this hour he would emerge 
from the garage into the Mews, pat his tie straight in 
the gleaming flanks of the automobiles that were being 
washed to the accompaniment of song and rushing 
water, pass the time of day with a chauffeur or two^ 
and walk into Berkeley Square where, in the pursuit 
of his profession, he would loiter grimly by the railings 
of the gardens until the clocks struck twelve. The 
word "profession” in connection with Major Cypress 
doubtless needs some explanation. Hugo's profession, 
was the most ancient in the world bar none, that of 
^ inheritor : he was waiting for his father to die. 
Inis was a cause of great distress to his mother, as it 



7 /'(’ fiat. 'It' of licrkeiey Square 

xst bo fo rvi'iy wliu likes Hugo. Bill, as Mi.s(re.ss 
)1I b'l.uKiers MVS, I iu« givijig an aeeimiit of what 
us, not of wh.it might or tniglu not to {«■. 

All (iortojH ate agn-etl that waiting has a hnvering 
ect on the itiiini, Imt this nsmiiing Major f.yprefw 
skeii. tiH h*tH Ihs n st.itt'sl. even more liepresseti than 
mil. And long !»• leant aj.Min.st the railings watching 
t brother in l.iw'.s e.vtt.imihnary Wiavinur Wfore 
ening his lips ; when, a i)oir.i- of a friemily nattm* 
iiig ereatjsl, he waitisi patiently for an answer, whir.h 
tli.l not get. fie then tiirsl in attract Tarlvmi’s 
eiitinn hy making a noi'.e like nioitey, hnt in vain. 

tucofgt*, he ;.!a>nits! at last. ** May I jisk why 
ii lire hcliaving m that penihar way f '* 

' Von inav.'* snapp-.! Tailvon. am!, approaching 
ti wiih a h«ik iif iihsi'Di miiulrd siivagery, cast a 
h' oi the jxiwdcr over his hi«ss hes, japiirtcd him 
h tin* smirige, and ronfintnsi with his laUmrs. Pmr 

I’".' 

* <n oige,'* s.»id Major Cypress, disregarding the 
n's nideness, ” I am dejnessed this morning, hm-ss 
y." 

Hugo, said Iarl\"rtn hittinly, " I wonli| la* fiepresstai 
■I V nioiniiig if ! were you, Now plisi.*«* go away at 
c. Iliea* Worms aieii't rising h.df s»j well siiicrj 
t came. Am! i have a jwin in my left tale." 

' A [lain, {»eorge ? I thongiit you haiked sick, but 
iidn't like to jsay anything. Wiat sort of a 
n f “ 

' A hell of a jwin.** mid Tarl^n. '* It gets me when 
r e, it he." 

t don't wonder," twirl Ifngn. •* I, ton, have a pain. 

1 II g-ts me when I rat. drink, brmthe, and tdwp. 
nge. niv pain h in my hwt," 

! iion’i want to hear abrmt it.” inappet! Tarlyon, 
'id I hitjw it gives yon tnch % •welling In the ’fat 

m 
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that you can't follow me about like a moneylender 
after a dud cheque/' 

George, I am not, and never was, a moneylender, 
I am, by the grace of God, a moneylendee. But to 
return to your pain, I shouldn't wonder if you had 
pneumonia. You have been very liable to pneumonia 
ever since you took that bath on Armistice Day. And 
merely from the way your face has all fallen in I should 
say pneumonia, quite apart from the fact that your 
breath is coming in painful gasps/' 

Tarlyon threw down the worm-killers and joined his 
friend. I believe you're right, Hugo. It hurts me 
to breathe. I must have pneumonia. What treatment 
would you advise ? " 

^‘Pyjamas,” said Hugo. ''Nice, new, amusing 
pyjamas. You will be in bed at least six weeks with 
the violent form of pneumonia you've got, and it will 
be a comfort to you to think of your new pyjamas." 

“ Suppose I die," Tarlyon muttered. 

" I am supposing it, George. The pyjamas will then, 
I hope, revert to me." 

Together they strode up the narrow defile of Berkeley 
Street towards Piccadilly, two men of grave mien and 
martial address ; and although it was a bitter December 
morning, neither wore an overcoat, which is a polity 
of dress calculated to reveal, by the very action of a 
lounge-suit on the eye on a bitter morning, the hardy 
frame of ships that pass in the night and the iron con- 
stitution of publicans, wine-bibbers, chaps, guys, ginks, 
bloods, bucks, and heaux. Nevertheless, such was the 
stress of the distemper within him that George Almeric 
St George Tarlyon threw away his cigarette with a 
gesture of distaste and said: "Hugo, I am in pain. 
It gets me when I breathe." 

"Try not to breathe," said Hugo. 'Mn the mean- 
while I will teH you why I am depressed. My wife-- 
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•' Hugo l am very hot. I do believe I am sweating I " 
• awful, George. You have probably a verv 

^"fash oW^Ttb Pr^ently you wiU break Jit into 
^ lasn owing to the unclean state of your blood brought 

^ gin-and-bitters and two green ohv«i 

_;<eorge, that I am depressed because my wife is nre^ 
stilting me with an heir." ^ ^ 

® cussedness, Hugo. I shouldn't take any 
fn the same, for ever letting 

5^go/' ^ extravagance. Just take no notice! 

George you don't understand I She is in terrible 

:S’i“ “■ ““ 1 3»“ w? 

Im sorry, Hugo, really I am. Poor littie Shirlev 

cSy.'^“ ^ ^ an ambdaicJ; 

Ah, here we are I Ho 

a^e, Mr. Sleep 1 Ho, there, Mr. Sluis I Shop 1 " 

gentlemen had arrived 
ithm the establishment of Messrs Sleep and Sluis^ 

''^hich is situate where the Picca- 
Arcade swoops falcon-like into JermTO Street 
» be as a temptation to mugs in search of a manicure, 
r- bleep wp a small man with a round face who was 
tie-specialist, and Mr. Sluis was a small man with a 
ag face who was a shirt-specialist, while both were 
conylished students of masculine lingerie in every 
anch and c^d, moreover, as was told in the adven- 
re of the Princess Baba, build a white waistcoat 
oi^ a waist in a way that was a wonder to the eye. 

Koyal Appointment, and rightly. ^ 

" My lord," ^id Mr. Sleep, stepping forward two 
ces and standmg smartly at ease, “what can we do 

lOI 
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for you this morning ? These new ties, said he,^ have 
just this moment come in. They are delicious. 

^ " Mr. Sleep," said Lord Tarlyon, you know very 
well that I detest new ties. I can think of nothing 
more common than wearing a new tie. Observe my 
tie Mr. Sleep. I have worn it six years. Observe its 
rugged CTandeui. Where is Mr. Sluis this morning ? 

‘‘ My lord,” said Mr. Sluis, stepping forward three 
paces and bowing smartly from his self-made waist, 
“what sort of pyjamas do you fancy ? " , „ 

“ What varieties have you this mommg, Mr. Sluis t 
“ We have many, my lord. Pyjamas can be used for 


various purposes/' 

‘*You shock me, Mr. Sluis. I am not, however, 
going to Venice just yet. I merely want some pneu- 
monia p3.jamas." 

“ In cnp&-de-chine, my lord ? " 

Your innuendoes are amazing, Mr. Sluis f Far 
from being that kind of man, I have always adhered 
to the iron principle of once an adult, always an adult. 
The very manhood of England is being sapped by these 
vicious luxuries, as one glance at my friend. Major 
Cypress, will show. Away with these crtpe-de-chi'ne 
pyjama suitings I And I take this opportunity, Mr. 
Sleep, of cr5dng woe and woe to the pretty and the 
efieminate of our sex, for their lack of manly sins shall 
surely find them out and the odour of their overdrafts 
shall descend to hell. For my own pyjamas, a homely 
qtmlity of antiseptic silk will do very well. I will 
have half a dozen suits in black silk." 

"I say, George, " said Hugo, "black is very lower- 
ing. Mr. Sluis, make them a lovely pale blue with, a 
da^ of maroon. They revert to me, you see." 

"Black, Mr. Sluis. I fight Death with his own 
weapons. Send these pyjamas at once, and put them 
down to my account." 
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• Certaiiily, my lord. Y<ni will have them at 

;C!. 


' (h'liHrtncn," s.iiti Lord Tuilysjn. "I haw Ii:u! 
;y yturs' cxjifiicufe (.f owii.)' money and never yet 
^ with surli smij.le faith as yuurs. 1 am tnudu-d 
me assme vmi that my executors will reiray ymir 

’ *'*.*‘"*'*- Mr. Sleep, ami 

, .Mr. .Sluts. Dun t, hv the way, stmd tlie.se pyjam.-w 
jiy as the h.iiiihs are in. which is why I went 

in file dewy d.twti tmd auight this piieuiaonia, 

if liirn tu M.ijur C yprrxs^ji/* 

r.ut ,\uti e.m’t have piieumnnia in my place 1 " 
.. ‘Jic it will depress my 

and that, «,.nd he nidignandy, •' u ill have an effect 
iiv tiiiiM.ru hen s ch.it.trftt.’* 


He will he lucky, itiigu, if he has n character at 
trmn what I kmtw uf ymi. Mr. Sleep, and you. Mr. 
s, ynu mi^jht telephane fo some doctors to come 
III lUNf.uitly to Major (’ypressS jrar.i«;e, as there will 
tty lie a mre ijfw pneiituonia of two cylitithTs on 
tliere. Hugo, rail me a taxi at once," I ciuinot 
• piu’ttiuoiii.i all over Jeimyn .Street." 
t don't . .lie where you have it." stud Hugo bitterly 
loi!,;; as you don't let the last agonies of your 
iifij.; dntf}i my vififc, ilcre^s aii ictei* 

why rion't you go ami have pneHnionia at 
I taiu II e .Savtle s place nearby ? *' 

It 1 til\oii Was not withosit a kmt sense of what 
[oupn to a sfainlexs gentleman : he put genermity, 

I he thought «»f )», aixive all thitjg.s; and protested 
th.it he could not very wrl! seek Fitumaurice 
v.s Itu.pu.ihty Pitjuiumrice Savtle owed him 
■v and would think that he, Tariyow, was taking 
f ot iiini in pneumonia. 

V I II, iHi.l men fiver, then," saM Hugo desperately. 
H' h.idn t .a ho|>e. However, he have had 
loj 
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BO fear for Ms wife's comfort, for never was a sick man 
quieter than the last of the Tarlyons, the way lie lay 
with closed eyes among the damp, dark clouds or 
fever, the way he would smile now and then as at a 
joke ’some one was whispering to him from a far 
distance, so that the nurse said to the doctor : i 

never saw a man appear to enjoy pneumonia so. You 
would tliink," said she, ''that he was hungry for 
death. He is not fighting it at aU, doctor* Are you 

sure he will not die ? ^ , 

That is what the nurse said to the doctor, ana tne 
doctor looked grave and punched Tarlyon in the lungs 
with a telephone arrangement, but Tarlyon took no 
notice at all, still smiling to himself at the thought that 
in his hfe he had done every silly thing in the world 
but die of pneumonia in a converted garage, and maybe 
he would presently be doing that and the cup of folly 
be drained to the dregs. And every now and then 
Hugo would come in and take a glass of the iced wine 
by Tarlyon's bed and look depressed, saying that 
Shirley was in pain and that he couldn't bear it. 

Then one day, or maybe it was one night, Tarlyon 
seemed to awake from a deep sleep that had taken him 
to a far distance, and from that far distance what 
should he seem to be seeing but two shadows bending 
over his bed and the calm shadow of the nurse nearby ? 
Now he tried to speak, but he could not, and froni the 
far distance he could hear one of the shadows saying : 
“ You called me in not a moment too soon. Dr. 
Chill. Lord Tarlyon's is an acute case of appendicitis. 
Weak as he is, it is imperative that we operate at 
once." 

" Right," said Dr. Chill. 

Now Tarlyon recognised the shadow that had spoken 
first for Ian Black, the great surgeon, and a great 
friend of Ms since the distant days when he had operated 
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: . Tarlyon’s unhappy dead wife. Virginia, she who 

jb.a.d. lived for pleasure and found oidy pain And 
-rarlyon spoke out in a dim voice and said 

'Ian Black, much as I like having you about, you 

appendicitis in this hoLe 
_^Iiich IS but a garage. Remember I am staying with 
jSxx^o. and I came to stay with him on the distinct 
understanding that I was to have only pneumonia 
a word was said between us about appendicitis 
siire that Hugo would be annoyed at my 
a,t>-asmg his hospitality, so will you kindly put that 
beastly knife away ? " ^ ^ 

But at Aat very moment Hugo came in and took 
a. ^ gla^ of iced wine and looked depressed, saying that 
hxs w^ m temble pain and that he coulL’t bear 
it and that the whole garage was strewn with doctors 
ummnmng among themselves, but as to a spot of 
appendicite. said Hugo, poor old George could go 
ahead and make Wmself at home and have just 
what he liked, ^ereupon Tarlyon at once closed his 
*^en they put something over his mouth 
and he passed away, thinking, " That's aU right ” But 
it could not have been quite aU right, he thought on 
waking suddenly, for although he could not see very well 
he could hear quite distinctly, and the voice of Dr. 
CxiiU was saying : — 

My dear Mr. Black, I am sorry to have to say this 

I certainly do not consider this among yotir most 
sticcessful operations. My patient's pulse is entirely 
3xx*ested, and I am afraid there is now no hope. Are 
yoxi sure, Mr. Black, that the coroner will think you 
wex*e^ quite wise to operate when he was in so low a 
00X1 edition ? And I am sure," says he, ''that you are 

wound with the sponge 

still inside." 

Oh, shut up I " says Mr. Black, for the same was 
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a shiort-tempered man much addicted to over-caling : 

at Bridge. 

Tarlyon did not hear any more before he went off 
again, but when he awoke this time he did not 
the sickly after-eSects of chloroform, he did not fe^f 
anything at all except that he was very weak and had : 
a tummy-ache. The room seemed much lighter, too^ 
than when he had seen it last, and many more people 
were in it, and then he heard a squealing noise, and 
thought : “ Good God, where am I ? '■* 

And he tried to speak but could not, he tried hard 
but all he could achieve was a sort of mewing nois^ 
similar to the squealing noise, and then the blood 
simply rushed to his head with rage, for there was 
Hugo's tiresome face bending over him and there wer^ 
Hugo's tiresome eyes simply running with tears. 

He tried to turn his head away in disgust at the 
loathsome sight, but could not move, and then he went 
almost raving mad, for Hugo was trying to kiss hini \ 
Tarlyon tried to swear, and failed for the first time iia 
his life, whereupon he made to raise his hand to catch. 
Hugo a clout on the ear, but all he did was to pat Hugo's 
cheek, which the foul man took for a caress, encouraging 
him in his damp behaviour. But in raising his hand. 
Tarlyon did at least achieve something, for he saw 
that his hand had changed considerably during his 
illness, it must have, for it was now a frail and millc- 
white hand with a diamond ring on the third finger, 
so that he thought in despair: ''Good God, IVe died 
under the operation and been born again as au 
Argentine!" 

Hugo never left the bedside until at last the doctor 
got him by the scrufi of the neck, and, with silent cheers 
from Tarlyon, hurled him from the room. But even as 
he went through the door he turned his repulsive face 
towards Tarlyon and blew him a kiss, and then the 
io6 
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fatti'st imrw? Turly III h;u! <;vi?r sem shoved a bundle 
under Ills nose and saiil in an idiotic voice wliich he 
supposetl was inoant to he tdiocring : "There, there, 
niy dear, its a litth; boy you've gut lunv. Isn't he a 

<}iit:k, f;il as a and all ! 

Hits o! the buu.lle w.-re tlien pulled about and 
larlyon was siu.wii wh.d he i-uusidered was the nio.st 
link* hoy hi* hui! over Heru, with itn fact* all 
wnnkk d lip and an ontiivly hah! Imut cd an nnploasaiit 
colouu larlvims Inst inifiiosdon was that the little 
hov lutisf have hr«ii diinkirig too inurh to get that 
::olom, and la* tried kj wavt* ttu* Imialle aw%\\% but he 
was iputi* helpless, he eotild not move nor litter un<i 
the fat muse shovial tlie wretched little l«>y's'h;dd 
lead a|;,imst lus m<>uth, so that he simply had to kks 
t as he hati not the slinigih to bite it. Meanwhile 
•very one in the room was .smiling idiotically, as though 
lome one bad just dune something clever, so that 
^peechless With lag.* as he already was. he became 
lonbly .speechless and thought to himself; "This is 
vliat comes of having pneumonia in a garage I " 

Nut lot minutes, it seemed not for yifars. was the 
111! leuoi of what hail actually hap}K*n'cd revealed to 
im. He must have Iwen making a face of some sort, 
'.I il.c f.it muse biought a niiin«.»m! held it to him 
rtymg : ' I here, there, don't fret. See how well you 
I ;\iid tlu* birr tliiii Tmrlycm ?iiiw in the mirror 

•as the f.ov of hk hitle .sister Shirley, a pretty little 
late lace uuh Cheeky «»!«! hja and large grey eyia 
nd a fi.iniir of ciiily goltirrs liiiir. 

^Taih'oii triitMo Maiiiiiirr: awful mistake 

iiiadr* kft imt a wurd wciiiW comr, afwl fur 
uitui at wind hml lyififumfd be dmml his 

lat hr niii;!it, ii$ ihuiifti he ¥trily wiia Shirlev 
*b m pi Mr, 

It ii,e. (or Shiikty mure than for bitnaelf that he vm 
loy 
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distracted witli grief, for lie njiliscd only too well 
what must have happened. Shiiity, the podr darling, 
must have been having terriMe liiiiililc in child-birth 
— and all for that foul Hugo's vn-tched Indr with the 
bald head — while he had <lird of ]'iii umt'uia-cum- 
appendicitis in the next room, iiis soul having left 
his body — ^while Ian Black and l>r. Chill were still 
arguing about it — he had, or it had, watidcred about 
between the two rooms for a while :ind then, while 
Shirley wasn't looking, had slipped info her body and 
expelled her soul into the outt*r darkness. 

That his supposition wa.s <tnly tiwi accurate was 
presently proved beyond all doni d . I lufjo had managed 
to sneak into the room again, and when Tailyon opened 
his eyes he looked at Hugo bi'sccchingiy for news, 
whereupon the wretched man at once ki.ssed him. 
But Tarlyon must have looked so furious, even with 
Shirley’s pretty face, that tlii^ fat nurse at once .stopped 
Hugo from clinching again ; aiul when 'I'ai lytm again 
looked beseechingly towaials the w.d! nf tiie room in 
which he had had pnenmonia llufjo nodded his head 
cheerfully and said : " Yes, he' dead, po4u- old (korge. 
Doctor said he would have lived if !u> hailn't been such 
a hard drinker. Poor old George. 'I'hey are embalming 
the corpse in Vichy Water at the momeiit.*' 

Tarlyon lost count of time, of «lays and nights, he 
lost count of everything but the niuulsT of his dis- 
comforts and fears. He spent hours with elosetl eyes 
enumerating the terrors in st(ire for him us a woman, 
as a pretty woman, as Hugo's wife. It would be no 
^e his saying that he was not really Shiiley but her 
brother George, for people would only think he was 
mad. Of course he would divorce thigo as soon as he 
was better, it was too revoltitig to have Hugo's face 
Aoved close to his own on the slighi«‘.st provocation. 
Heavens, how well he now understood the many ways 



T/ii' pHiit/e of Utrlr/ej PfUiire 

in iiiin mil iiifiiriaii^ wjimn ! Md tlitii, rliicf 

aiitoiu? t!if‘ tinurn ^4 his nvw iifr» tmisi tin* !^n*u|^ing- 
tip of tluit .iwful li4l»y ^^lih thv hsUi hmtl As it was, 
Iio was sti'iiig a griat d»*;i! toil iinuh of it, iIh* fat imrsn 

ahva\ai !«* taiugiiig it in liim ainl |tushii.g it at 
latino taking it iiifn iirt| wafli liiiii Tarlynu 

wosu't liavinit iifiv, n«*t f^vni f^r thn l*»fk of lltr lliiog 
wlwu tuN iiiMilira' r.iiiH’ iiito ili«* lanfii* !*<»r ono tlay liis 
mutliar did uiitt slir in ilrifi iiaHiiiiing for !iis 

iiratln anil stti* liiyt with s.ni aii«l an 

slin laid till* Wfrtilird hahy dm %\a4t.prriai : ** Ftaif 

< jfoiga I I If w llr W'niild li 4 V'*' iirt'rd It is littli' ilrplii^W I 
Init Int shs* kinav, punt i4d inoihrrs 

But .dwayi it was Itygo atal liis n'prilaiif ly afftm* 
ticaiafo fan* who was ila* list sfiaw. thy* rviiiiiig lie 

iiiiUiiigui tn gfi tiilo tfio oiMin ill Ids pvi»uiius, in 

'Xarhou’.H in laiho’nls hlu'k pyjanias, and 

s«;iyit'g to fill* fat iiui'r : I luo-,! jn*4 kiss Im* onrr/' 
ftiilivi!y appioarlird flu* !»rd. !hii 1‘arfyoii wa;, rtsidy, 
CUfid now hr was jitsl Niomi* lipo-.gh fo lash on! at Hugo 
lo* l«iit liowii 

C)i ! ** said tall likirk i yciirr* '* Sliniilv, tlinay you, 
T.iilvoii I " 

llylvoii ?i,iid Muurttiiiig tiirrrdihly wifkrd, and Ian 
Hlark said: V«ni1l lir all In f.irl you 

XI ill!*! hr ijiiilr all liglif imw, if yofi ran swiair Itkr iluit 
Isut iioii*i btiti iiif oiir rift tlir hriid iigaiii With that 
hid Wtifrr rltic Til ti|M*ratr oil you for »um?tliiiig 
fd.sr. And t luivridt lidt 4 sgoiigi? iiHiiie you, either. 
1 hnr'n lliign %viitt a wuilt? like m raiiilwf t ” 

I sliMiild iliiiik mV* rrM Ifiigci, **CtiapSi Fw 
4 Mill ! Wliai tio you know akiiif llial ? ** 

I* vriyiliiiig ! " Ttrlyon, ** lle*i bilfld" 

** Ilild h* hiowrii, Cirofge I All tobira are hald* In 
iiiv tioir I mils lti« ImMmt Imliy ift and proud 

itf in a wpiitirr, I tell 
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" He’s awful ! ” sighed Tarlyou. " f.o rnvay, Hugo, 
go away! Ill explain later, hnt at tin* inoim-nl I am 
so tired of yoxir face. And in lutnrt*/' said iu* sharply 
"don't dare to try to kiss Shirlex* nnar titan once 
a day." 

The rest of this story is not veiy^ miPtvsim'i and 
nothing more need be said Init that r.nls'nn nowadays 
makes a point of advising a man nev«‘r to kiss Ids wife 
without first making quite rertaiii lliat she wants to 
be kissed, wdrich is quite a new cii*|'iai lure in ilje rela- 
tions betw^'cen men and women an<I one tfi be enrcairagcul 
as leading to a better umlersfanding and I«‘ss waste 
of temper between the sexes* 

As for the bald baby, he now has 5»*'nne hair of that 
neutral colour wliicli par^aUs rail gohh-n. anti four 
teeth, and Hugo shows off his scream with pridt*. Hugo 
and Shirley think he is marvellous, Jklaybe he is, 
Maybe all babies are. But it is certain find all women 
are, by reason of wbat tlu^y put up with In men 
one way and another, Tliat is what Taiham says, and 
if he does not speak on tlie matter with aiitlmrity then 
this is not a true story and might just m well not have 
been written, which is absurd. 
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Trince of the 
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HIS is th*‘ talf (if thf l.iff Ki.i! Adinira! Sir 
( hiirkis Fassu t I'.tiih, |i»( ii,, t'.M.ii., D.S.O. 
This disUngui.'.li'il tiilicur was «l- 

viinciKl to Iku rank taily last Jimt*. having 
j'lvvioHitly l)ctn for two years Commodore 
oi th*' l Ciw omimarjdmg the — — l‘|pet. Through- 

out til*- war he was attudied to tite submarine service: 
ami ibr thr vigilance and fearlessness of his commanii 
his jwmr liunr to Iw much on men's Ups. His «jrly 
(it-atii. at the age of forty-five, wiU foi5 regrcttctl by all 
who S.ijt'W hint. fJe never married. This is afot the 
talc <i( jiihaii Ka|4i«l, the Jew, and of Mamma Cohen, 

his p.'.t.ifwMir, 
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One summer evening a geiUlt'inan emerged fmm the 
Celibates Club in Hamilton riace ; ami, not instantly 
descending the few broad stejis in the pavement, stood 
a while between tlie two ancient brown eulunms of the 
portico. The half of a cigar wa.s restlessly .scTewed 
into the corner of his inoiitii in a ni iim r tiiat eunsorlcd 
quite oddly with hi.s UTieagt;r hhigli.sli eye ; and tlmt, 
with the gentleman's high carriage, niiglit have reminded 
a romantic observer of the l*r<".ident of the Suicide 
Club. His silk hat, however {for !«* was habited fur 
the evening) was situated on his head with an exact 
sobriety which would seem to rebuke llte more familiar 
relations customary between de,sjH‘iate g'eiith-men and 
their hats ; and he tippearetl, at his idh; station at tho 
head of the broad stops, to he lost in in-ace/ul cojitem.^ 
plation. 

The Admiral made tlui.s a notable mark for any 
passing stranger with a nice eye U>s tlisiinction : he 
stood so definitely for somdhtit/;, a viay column of 
significance, of conduct. Ummually tall for a sailor, 
and of powerful build, hi.s eompicxiun w;is as though 
forged— it is the exact word- in the vr-ry smithy of 
vengeful suns and violent winds ; his pah*, (!r\- ry<-.s, which 
would, even in a maelstrom, always n-i«ain deeididly 
the drpt of aeate^ things, in their hd ure assumed 
that kindly, absent look_ which is the pleasant mark of 
Englishmen who walk in iron ujwn the sea ; while 
side-whiskers mightily hnime t!ie authority 
of Sir Charles’s looks. ^ 

The hour was about ten o’clock, and the traffic by 
the comer of Hamilton Place and Piccadilly niaidicil 
by without hindrance. The din of hoi ns tunl wheels 
and engines, as though charmwl by the uimsutil gentle- 
ness of the night, swept by inattMitive «,rs ms'etwily 
s me echoes of falling water in a distant ravern* The 
omnibuses to Victoria and to the Marble Arch trumpeted 

II3 



The Prime aj the Jews 

proudly ruuntl the annw wlii'm by clay tluy mmt 
pant fur |niss:iKo in a hviny bIfH,.k. IJmouHitics aiKl 
lamiaubltrs shun** and silniily, Tliu vc*ry taxis, 

ill tins oxaltafiuii of miHinatis srninnd alinnst to 

i)o thfhi luiiiibln jkirts in the hierarchy of 

the math Mvciy tiuw ami thrii ligiircs sciUikHi ucn^ss 
tlic road with aiixitoiH niovcnunts, A finf! 

iiiirht ! ^ si|;hr(l Ihi* « uniuiis^doijairo of the Olikitcs 

Club, llis face was lined and his old o\cs c'hiuded 
witli the Mii’.s of ruiiiillrss days of Lontloii and 
iomkn uiin. 

" A ta\i» bir Cliaih’s ? ** 

The Ailniii.d y liMird Iiih throat and aiimni ilio 
mnn.ud *d Ins * i|:ar mo thr Tbaiiks, Hunt, 

I tliifik I’ll walk, Vrs, a iuio liightd' 

OiiuiifiUN aflei oiunihin, totv down ilu* hliort broad 
slope loan Iknk bane aiul |tal|o|«a i^tilv across the 
hWticp of ll> dr Talk t oiiirr, 'fheic was half a umm 
over Sf, (tco 4 jr‘'N Ilo^ulat, and tho ojfi n |4ac.r htokn! 
like *i isnk %l''llli tile latllfei Imi IIow*"!'!,.. 

1dir luisia do S|wasl up at liiglif I ** "aghril the 
roininis ioiuiiir. 

** Hold! tliry i But ser f!iei#a Hunt I ** Sir Cliarlos* 
suddefilv and sliiiiplv, %ucs waving his ram* towards 
the Oppodtr sidf* «»f liie inml, tW'afds thr roitior by 
llir massive Ai|piit!iir bhiln ** Si*<? that iiinii ? ** 

roiiiiiii\siomiiir with llir liiird fare folhiwctJ the 
difci la-u tif flic 1 4 IIO. 

That roiisfabh*, Sir tliailri? ** 

Xo,. no ! Tliaf J«'W I ** 

The loiiiiiiixHioiutifin itusifustful tif Ills iiiirienf cyrs, 
|wci! ttiiiiiigh tfir tkar iiigtil, Ik siglicd: Iknl 

know,* Sii Iharlr*!, tlwfr'i jem ciiniigli in Mayfair, 
but I taidf SCO oiir jiial itimn** 

^Ihc Adiiiiuil llioiiglii fully |«ik aiioitttr cigar from 
his <4%r, Ills ryrs mme nf km, bttt hm wAm Imd lotfe 

ll| 
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all its sudden sharpness ;ts he ;;,tid : " Never rniiKj 

Hunt. Just give me a light, will vuu ? ” * 

But, as he made to walk (lowii Pireaiiilh-. i,, ■ 

a rubber at his other club in St, j.uar.'i, Siivct, Sir 
Charles did not let the dark lean ui.m tm thr mhn’si^g 
of the road pass otit of tlie <'< iriicr of hii. I'Vi*. TIk- youn! 
Jew crossed the road. That dui tun Nnrj>ii>.c i mr jicntle, 
man. He walked on, and, oiu-c on Fin .idilly, vvalke^ 
at a good pace. 

The Piccadilly seem? w.us soldom lutwcea 

ten and eleven : cinenia-fheati (•••., niir-u h.tlK. iiiulplay. 
houses held the worhl’s .iftontioii, v^hile the iii:;iit was 
not yet deep ciitnigh foi the diiii |i.t«ade of thr world’s 
wreckage. Sir Charlts would .tUv.tV'*, at al-out this 
hour, talm a little e.v<Tcist? hetwerii hi*, t hih?^ ui 1 huiiiltoa 
Place and St. James's. 

Hehadpas.sod the ojx'ning ol Half Minm Slieef hrfore 
the young Jew caught iiji with lijs >Iti mldt-i , Sit t h.irles 
walked on without c-oiiffining hineielf to limk louiul at 
the dark, handsome fare. llamlsomr a.s .i piack 
archangel was Julian K’aphael tin* j.-w, Sn ( h.irles 
vaguely supposed that the aiehaiigels h.ul otiginally 
been Jewish, and it was us a hlaek arthaiigel fliat the 
looks of Julian Raphael hat! first impn-ssitl him. It 
was altogether a too fanciful lnismt-.s for tltr .\dmiral's 
taste; but he had no one to hhime fur it hut hiuiself, 
since he had originally let the thing, he'd had to admit 
often, run away with him. 

“Well?" he suddenly snulwl over his shoulder. 
There was, after all, a good de»tl to smile ahout , d you 
took the thing properly. And it hiul nwlol more 
thM a handsome Jew to prevent Sir Chatlcj. t. iking a 
ftmg properly. But Julian Raphael did not smile. 
He said gravely : — 

When I first saw you, Sir Charlw, I ihoiydit vou 
were only a fool. But I am not sure mw. \’hh r.!i«nv a 
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resignation towards fato iiinisna! in yom sceptical 
coimtrj-anen. It is stTtd'ieism tJiat makes men dnll, 
resignati<in tliat makes men interesting. It is a dull 
mind that believes in lUftliiiig : it is an mter(‘stiiig mind 
that expects nothing and awaits the Wiirst. Your 
waiting shall he rewardt**!, Sir Clmrlesd' 

The Admiral walketl m with a grim smile. He was 
growing used to this ■ evm to this! They fiassfd 
beneath the liittiT walls «d what was oiice Devonshire 
Houw^. The bemitifnl Jrw said sriftly;™ 

Ytm liave a broad hark. Sir rhailes. It m :i fine 
mark for a well thrown knifia Have I nof always 
saiii Sts ! ’* 

Our gtmlleitiati swmiig found mt the Iran young Jew, 
A few yards from them a {hiIk email was having a few 
words with the eomniissiMiiaife of ilie Berkeley Kestarn^ 
ant about a ear that had Iren left standing tiH> long 
by the enrh. It \¥as juluiii khipliarf who was smiling 
now. Sii Charles said sfeiidv ’ ■ 

Ani I to iiuilerHt.tnd lhaf yon aie trying fiighten 
me with this lidifulmis im rnition ? Ami wdiat. Mr, 
Raphiieh is to prevent me fiom giving yon in charge 
to that }>o! if email ? Yon are. I ttiink, wanted 
murder I 

Julian RapliaeTs hLirk rye!i swined to Mdne with 
morkery. ** There nothing in the world in prevent 
ymn bir Ctiarles. exeept itiaf imy jxditTniM would 
think \’ 0 u miul fnr itskitig liiiii InWicst EUr. Hot# Ml 
you suggest find he wouIdiTt. in the ordinary \v;o ■* ^ 
ple.-mesl to raleli the Piinre of llic Jews. May t 
you a light fnr tiiiil eigai* ? 

And as Sir (Jiarlrs lit ti» cigm from the mat* 
out to him lie was iiof stirpri^ t« fliicl liitiM-ll 1 
into the air ieiit eyes of llitiii, tlir ctimmiminfmi 
side his eliih ill liaiiiilinii Fliira His walk u]> Tre 
his talk with the ymiiig Jew, liitl taktJi no lor® 
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it talces to light a cigar. This was tho lliird time within 
a fortnight that the Adniiial i(a') h*’<'U iiriviU>(^w,d to 
see his old enemy, to walk with him aiui talk with 
him; and his awakening ha<i eaidt lime Incii lo find 
that not more than a couple <tf SfCtuiils b.ul passed and 
that he had never moved front his slaliun. 

Sir Charles abruptly re-enten-d ihe rhih and, in the 
smoking-room, addressed hinisidf to his old friend 
Hilary Townshend. 

"Hilary,” said he, *' I hare a (ale to iel! yon. It is 
very fanciful, and you will di fike if. I dislike it for 
the same reason. But I want yon, my oldest friend 
to know certain fact.s in ca:!.! anytiiiiif' liappens to me 
in the course of the next few day.s-- or nights. In my life 
as you know, 1 have not ha<l many ii.Mling, widi the 
grotesque. But the grottcsque M-cins I.itely to be 
desiring the very closest rcmnet ficn with me. it began 
tvro years ago when I olRciously tried to be of some 
service to a young Jewe.ss cilleti hhni.ma Cohen, (fod 
help me, I thought I wa.s acting fur the best.” 

There follows the tale told by .Admiral Sir Cliiirles 
Fasset-Faith to Mr. Towiislieiid.' 


The ADMirtAL's Tale 

About two years ago (.said .Sir Charles), during one 
0 my leaves m London, yoniig Mrs. ILupt'tMit'tt iwr- 
smded me to go down with her to a rluh of .some sort 
she was helping to run down in the bhwt I-nd. 

There were then, and for all I know lliere are now. 
a number of pretty and sound yotirtg women doing 
fafwcT placate God for the sins of' tlieir Vietmim 

to lanfitoo^^ course, only once a week. Venire's idea 
n landing me was that I should give the young tlevils 
i:x6 
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down tlicii' a nnifjli lecture on (he Navy in general 
and till* Jull.tiid light in particular-— that kind” of 
thing. 

So till'll' I .stood yappini; away, fairrmuiUed by a 
crowd of ainiahh' and atfcnfive young men and women. 
In a room nernhy piMtr Napier Ilaiperniwi was trying 
to get away with only one black c*ye from ahidiy young 
navvy to whom he w'as snpjxiseii to !»> teaehing'boxingi 
Aci'O'.s a romder in a f.ir eomer V'enice wjus handing 
out ntits ol peifeetly revolting colfce. She had rdl the 
bloods at her call that night, had Venice, In one 
corner Tailyon wiw feaeliing a crowd Ju-jitsn, and 
in another Ihigo Cypres.s wsh playing dnuights with a 
Boy Snnit -if did one gfMxi ftt see him. And there, 
in tfic middle of all that, wm the old mug roaring 
away almut the silent Navy. 

I w.w just fA'ttiiig .settled down and raising langlis 
with the usual jack Tar siiiff when— well, there they 
wcie, a pair of Ihcm, (pate plainly laughing at me. 
Not with rue, mark you. Vou‘11 nnderstancl that it 
put me off my stroke. However, I did my level best 
to go on without looking at Ihcm, but that wasn’t so 
easy, jw they witc hang in front of me, three or four 
rows hack. I had sjjottwl the young man first. He 
was thi' one making the jokes and leading the laugh, 
while the girl only followed suit, Holh Jews, obviously, 
and as handsome us a couple of m-w coins. Smart, 
too the young mats tmi smart by half. 

Yon could tel! at a glance that they liad no right in 
the [ilace, which wtut for very poor folk, and that they 
hail eome in ju.st to guy. At least, that drtvilish young 
man liarl. He hail a thin, dcml-white face, a nos« that 
wouldn't have IfKiki-ij nmitw on a princse of old Babylon, 
black eyes the siiw of wainutn, and a smile — I'll 
you alKHit that Miiile. Hilary, I’ve never in my life 
sti wanted to do imything as to put my foot squarely 

%tg 
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down on that boy’s sniih*. < all me ,i Dali ltnjg.n j# 
they don’t hsite it even d<i«n in lu il. 

The girl wasn’t any Itisiufiful, with h.-r 
face, black hair, black eyes, line Nlitii Hehri w nosy 
Proud she looked too, and u I'lnml Jewess ran -atitj 
does— look any two English beauties in the fai-p. 
she was better, genthT, 'rhey were of the s:uu,» 

stuff, those two young Jews, the same ancient sensitive 
clever stuff, but one had gone ml ten am! the otlip^ 
hadn’t. You could easily see that fiotn tJte way, 
she did meet my eye.s, .she did her level la-st to Inoj^ 
serious and not to hear what her eonipitniaii was rvhis- 
pering into her ear. She diihi’t [strtieuhirly want to 
hurt my feelings, not she, no m.ttter ht»w tinuh her 
man might want to. (If touise I rottld have stoirpy^j 
the lecture then and tluae and ehiiekw! the j’ouui» 
man out, but I didn’t w.iiit to go aiul liavc u nnigh_ 
house the first time I was asked down to young Vetiuaf’s 
potty old club. 

It will puzzle me all itiy life (or what's left of it 
let’s say) to know why that dialKilirsUly handsome’ 
young Jew took such an instant dislike to me; and 
why I took such a dislike to him I Eor that wim really 
at the bottom of all that followed- just gwn! old blae.ic 
hatred, Hilary, from the first moment our eyes met 
But I want to give you all the iiwAs. Maylas die git I liu.i 
something to do with it even tlien—tto girl and his 
own shocking smile. You simply eoukln’t help fancviiif* 
that those gentle eyes were in for a very l«d time hoiu* 
that smile. Decidedly not my btwiiuits, of 
Nothing that interest.s one ever is, in it? lint, 
on the other hand, the young man went on wliis- 
pnng and laughing so all through my cotifmiiuled 
lecture that by the time I liad fini.sh«i thuro was jnst 
one sm^ spot of red floating alxmt my mind. I don’t 
think Ive ever before b«*n jwi iingry. 'There’s wie 
lliJ 
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partu‘ubrf!iiti};u]t<iut whu sis< t>r that I 

Hilary. Ttirv .siinjih insist i>n ynur Uisliking thnni, and I 

hiiti' to fwopl.* inoi,* ihau I fait ti-'n ytm. 

Tliay Iny.in to rJr.ii «.in us so.iti a.«f I had tinislicd! 
Tlicyi'iniK Jew':, {x-huvioni hadn’t, iiatntally, itiudt* my 
effcit i;o any iH-tt.-i, If*, jic-did a KM.n. that fdipht 
young nian, f lollaii'd Inm in {h*. jiassitgc out.sidf. 
Of fouisi' in' and ins yonng ladv wctr tmit'h too smart 
to liuii v tin nisrlvrs. .md tin* ust «if the Itrtmcfs had 
aiiiio'.t g'ljiu. liis)d«‘. Wiiiu' had givni up {xiistiniiig 
Jut titil* with «othr .auf was fiviiig fii fuing it rtaimi 
willi • linking iioisis fiojji a wjji Jr.v, M-f, 

I tail s*'(‘ that passtgf now. A iiarruw stairway 
leadinii «tp tt> ton! know, whinr, Just nntt gas ift, 
yrilow as a fhitiamati, Th.- (lont whip «{H-n to a 
nantw’ siti'fi Iikr a ranal of mjml. for it was iwltiiig 
with rain, vou <oidi| mt siin-is of n f,Uling Ix-fwwn us 
anil till* laui!* mi tlm opl"'''*** of the roati. A 
ni.in onisidc Mtim-whi tr ■wlnsthng, " (iorsev. keep ynur 
tail nil,” .iinl wtii.-aling it well Radjt, indd*-. 

Out vomig J.M luiy was tall. I Hiinplv tiklu't fee! 

I was old » noiigi» til Ic ins fatlirr, although he amhln't 
have fiifti r»i«iir Hum tlurp ot hnir and twenty, Ami 
hi* hki-d toioufs, that Ixiy. H*. hud *ju u like brSgiit 
himui suit, a silk shut to matdi, ami not a tartaai 
lit ilif High! Hills Itad anything on his tie. His ymuig 
ladv's i ves, in that sifk light, shone like black onyx. 
It stimk ine she w.is feirihisl, the way she WM staring 
ill me } was s«»rjv h>i that, it wasn't her terror I 
vv.iiifid Atiil where I *li*} want it, not a sign. "Then 
1 n . ill 1 11 she suisn ‘1 lerrifitsl for him, but for me. 
Chfi'k, 

1 hail the fain y yt»wth by the ihntiJdkr. Tight. He 
W.ts suli lanijldiJg at m«. " Tlii» lout I" that laugh 

saitl, I i in he.ar that laugh now. And, confound it, 
tlu'ie was ,1 ijiiile extraordinafy authority to that 

Ilf 
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e-ics 


not 

said: " Ytniiig »uni, voiir iii.uitHns ate wrv K 

art' v<n! <** '1" it i* " 


lioy's t;yt‘S. He wasn't used to fnlltiwiiif' any on, 
he. 

“ 1, said 
What 

I was f'alin ftiouKh. ISiif he w.ih t<«» (Mini by j 
He didn't answer, hiu he h.nt f;iven np siniliny. 
was looking sideways (imvii at inv hand <in his 
T’ve never had a itretty hand, tnij if h.i., 
useful to me one wav am! amdh.u .md I'vc pro 
attached to it. I can't atteiiijit to dcMttilK' the tiiss^^ 
and onitcmjit in tliat iioj's look. It soh ,,f 
" by the bosom of Alaah.im, witat h that tihhy thi ' 
on Tuy shoulder ? “ " 

I sJiid sharply : " I'm waiting." 

'file girl sighed : " Don't 1 Ihm't, juliaii I" 

As though, you know, lie might hit me ! I 

Well, he might I 1 said ; " Cuteful, voung ia;in 1 " 
Tire girl whi.s|«nHi .almost frimthallv; "Let him 
go, sir I Please I Ti'tni don't know - ™ 

I comforf<sl her. I said I could t.ike c.ue of myself 
She wtisn’t, I fancy, convinersl. I he w.iy she leaked 
at a inmi, with thosr* se-artsl hhiek eves I 
But our young friend msii't taking any notice of 
eitlrer of us. Ik wjus husy. All this, of course, h.q »t >ened 
in a few seeond.s. The Jew had raised his hand, slowly 
very slowly, and had caught the wrist of my hand ^ 
his shoulder. I felt Ins fingers louiid nn* wrist 
Tight. 

Steady, boy I I sakl. l*c| have to hit him, and 
I didn't want to do that. At least. I told mvself I 
didn't want to. Hiat young Jew had stiot.i; Ihigers, 

H© simply luitin t ipokfn 0110 witiril yft, r-onvf&r- 
satian was limited to trying to bwak my misi. ' Jkly 
TOst! Tlien he spoke, lie snid : ** Yuii ,swine ! 
The girl suddenly piiUdi ti my mm, luiicL liin back 
was to the opcjo doormy, the rain, the I caught 

tm 
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him "ni' uii flic rhin w, ihat he wis in it flat on his 
tock. His tt.' IiK.krd laucier than over in the intul, tuo 
The flH'l Wirt of Mn-ainui. 

" MI riKht " I saui. '• All right." Trying, y.ni 
know. 10 rornforl the iiom ki.i. She w.js rushing after 
her man, hut I hmi my aim like a bur across the door 

She slarfHl at mi*, 

I said ; " Li.stfii to me, my child. You're in bad 
comi»auy. 

"She Is mnv." a voice said. The young Jew had 
picked Imnse f up, He hmkeii a rnes.s, fme dothc.s and 
u !. I thought lie would try to nish me, but not he I 
He just Miiib-d imd said fpiite calmly : “ DI make a 
note of tb.ii, .Hi, i.lmlvH Imsset-Faith. Come on 
Muii.mu, ' 

hut I w.tMi t letting *' Mutiamt '* go just yet. The 
poor kid. 

Wluit'H his ii.mie ? ■' I i,.s|ied her. 

She stall'll at me. I never knew what "white" 
reallv m, ,ait tmiil 1 saw that diiW.s teeth. 

He. mum- 1 * " I ,epeat«\I, Gently, you know. 

Ml" whwjH'ied : "Julian Raphael.'" 
il'.H voting Jew's voice hit me on the back of the 
Mck like it knife. "You'll pay for that, Manana 1 
See if vou don't I " 

Hv the wav, it isn’t just rhetoiic alamt the knife. 

If was like a knife. But 1 11 tdl you more alxnit knives 

LUrr. 

'* ^ ^h I hIii* ftfihhi'th 

" l.onk heie." I S.ud to the devilish boy, " if you so 

Ilf lit i I ;\s 


111 i.uighul. The girl iHiltrsd under my ann and 
jt'inol lum He just huighotl. I said; "Good-night. 
M.m.uia Hun'f let hini hurt you." She didn't seem 
tcMl.ur look at me. 

They w-ent, up that muddy kne. He had her by 
M rar • 
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the arm, and you could see he had her tij'ht. Tliere 
aren’t many lamps in that bcnu quufiicr, and a 
steps took them out of my sight. 1 hiuird a scream 
and then a sob. ’ 

That settled Julian Kapliai-1 .so Ur as I was concerned 
Then another sob — from the bai !. of that nasty dark- 
ness. I couldn’t, of course, go afti r tlu'in then.' h 
would look too much as though 1 wms bidding f® 
possession of the young Jew'.s luved.idy. Hut at that 
moment I made up my mind I’d hiiui that jnetty buy 
sometime soon. That scream tiad made me feel just 
a trilie sick. That was peisou.d. Then 1 w.cs against 
Julian Raphael im])er,sitna!ly hee.ui.M Iha- .dwav.-.’liien 
for law and order. You have too, llilaty, 1 .shouldn’t 
wonder if that’s not auolhei leasou \shv women liiid men 
like us duU. But some of u.s must he, ( hwi knows, in tliis 
world. And it was ttgainsl all i.iw and ott'lcr that 
young Mr. Julian Rapli.iel --im.igiiie any tnan actually 
using a name like that I-- should Iw loose in the world. 
Crook was too simple a word lor Mi, K.ipljacL And he 
was worse for In-iiig so diwilish h.md.somc. One 
imagined him with women with tliis poor .sonl of a 
Manana. Of coui'.se, Venice and Napiiu' luui the other 
people at their iwtly old cluh knew nothing abimt 
eimer of them, lluy inu.st have jtist drifted in, they 
said. They had, into my life. 

The very next morning I nutg up our friend H— at 
ocotland Yard tiiid asked him if he ktiew anything 
about a Julian Raphael. Oh, didn't he I Hud a dossil 

of him ^ long as my anu. H said ; ” The I'rina* 

of the Jews, that’s Julian Raphaer.s fx-t name. Pro- 
fession: counterfeiter. But we’ve never yet cuiught 
him or his gang." 

f wasn’t iti it witlt our f.utcy yuuug 

n five 

years. Once they had almost got him for knifing a 

lii 
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ir. Murrtor ri{;ht enouf'Ji, but tliuy'd had to releoso 

for lack nf fVulcHce. Tlw*. I^ustur, H- siiid, 

wobably tlucattaifd to givo a\v.ty a cucaim: plant, 
Juliiui Kai»haol had slit his thnsit. Suspi-cltd of 
:u;~.sa»ugi’,Iing. livijig on iinriniral farniugs of 
ui, and known to be the iincst t-xisting countcr- 
of Bank of I'Ingl.tud £5 untoji. Chaiuiing man, 
fuliau Kaplnu'l. 

want to land him,” I told H — •— 

'hanks vciy nnii'h,” .s;(.id !»■. "So ilo we." 
t'cll, how about that girl uf his-— Matauu siitm> 
? ’* 

huuuiu itohrJi ? t'alch her giving him away! 
ul<ni's the Insust, and so do they all. tintse who 
Uaritk'ti t)f liiiii." 

,u«i: "VVell, wi-'ll sec. I w;int to get that boy. 
.'t like lutii." 

— 's hiSt Wiirds to me wore : ” Now look here, 
‘.s, don't go playing the fool down theus 1 know 
a.st Knd is now4d.ii>'s supiMJsed to fc as lo.sgiTt.ihle 
nndiiglua and that the cinema has gut it beat 
V for |ani!s of h!«MHl, Imt believe me a chap is 
iablu In Ik* pimctunil in the rilw hy a (lever Ijoy 
iiliaa Kajdiael. St> Ik* a gcaai fellow aiul go hark 
nr uice (jIiJ Navy and wiile a fxKik, saving which 
ar brother Admirals dirlii't win Jmknd just to 
youVe ;ui Adimral as wdh” 

was right. 1 w.« a ftHsl, certainly. But God 

the folly itsto thn wnjld m well M llie wisdom, 
artdy it's our jab to pick up biti of it. Btsidcs, 
a ver iK-en one for tlin«er>partiw or the artl«s 
e of yining ladies, and m, Utuught I, coidd a matt 
his h ave juore pudiiably ifma in landing a snake 
ttli.in K.iplmtd if 

»uk iiiv«df off down to tti« Eaat End with my 
tweeds, a ii.Kjiitbjush, and a growth on my chin. 
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George Taiiyon cauui with nif. Hf h.a! wentfil a row 
that night, and not tint dr'i il inuisclf oaii keep Geoige 
from putting both his fwt into the iiisitic of a row, 
Besides, he wanted fo li.ive a ioul. at Mi-.s Manana 
Cohen, saying he was a I’tinnoi.sciir of (jiheiis :uid 
liked nothing so much as to watch tlicui turning into 
Curzons or Colquliouns. I wa.u't v.ny, fnr jyu can't 
have a better man in a nnv than Gnage rarlyoii, and 
with his damfool remarks In 'd make a miser forget 
he was at the Kitz. We took two laxtins in Canning 
Town, E., and very nice iiMuns iliey were, over a ham- 
and-bcef shop, tmd walkeil fioni pnJ« t<i pnh watching 
each other's Ireards grow ami liMetiing hir Jtilian 
Raphael. At least, I listeiutl ami George talked. 

You would naturally have thought tliat the likely 
place to find that smtirt yenmg nmn would htt round 
about what jourmilists adl the " exclusive hotels and 
night-clubs of the West End." Nut a bit of it. We 
soon heard something of Juliiui Kaph.iel'.H w_ay.s from 
one tough or another. Tarlvoji‘.H iiii-a of getting infor- 
mation delicately alxmt a man was to threattm to fight 
any one who wouldn’t give it to him, and we soon 
collected quite a bit that way, 

Mr. Raphael was a Socialist, it iipjHiarcHl — remember, 
I'd guessed he was clever ?— ami hater! the rich, He 
hated the rich so bitterly that, though he hud a pretty 
fat bank-account of his own, he still dung to hi.s old 
quarters in the East End, But no one knew, or cired 
to give, the address of his " old (juarters,” wliich were 
probably various. Tarlyon tlireateueti to fight any 
number of touglrs who didn't '* know " Mr. Hiqihael’s 
address, but they preferred to Rglit, ami in the end 
George got tired. 

9^. yes, Julian Raphael wjw ccrttiinly watched by the 
police, but he was generally somewhere else while the 
police were watching him. Anti Miss Mamuia Colicu 
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as certaiiilv liis youriR lafly love, ami she !(»vc<l him 
id with him, !>uf h«‘ wouldn’t marry her hecanw; 
' anuthor pnm ipli- ho had, that it was wrong for a 
an of itidt'iiondfiit spirit to havn a wifo of his 
vn. Niri- boy. Mr. Julian Huphael. But it appeared 
lat h.e lovcl Miss Manana very decidetily and tlis- 
(uragci! rouipi'tiiiiui, it also appeareci that licfore 
» liad fakt ii to ihr downward path he had been a 
gglei wnh ktiiii-s on the music halls. Knives again, 
irlyon tiiotjglit that a pretty good joke at the 
:iie, but he duln’t enjoy it m-ariy so miuh later 

I, 

\Vc had been jKfttcring aUuit down there several day.s 
id Gcoigc w.ii just l«giniiing to think of a nice shave 
lil a bath, when we hit on our due. The clue was 
alking uii a grimy sid«- -.street by the East India 

Oh. [uetty ! " 'itivs <h‘otgc. And she certainly was. 
le hailn't Mrcn us. She w^w in a hurry. 

" We follow," I wid. 

■" Nalunilly." wiys th-orge, " A nii e girl like that I 
'lial do you take me for, a Y.M.O.A. ? " 

\Vt; followed. She WiUkrrl fast, did Miss Manana. 
:«i it w.K queer, how she lit up that grimy («od- 
is.tk'n street. The way she was walking, you might 
ive t.iken her for a young grntlewnimm '* doing " 
r ha t b,nd in a hurry. Tall, lithe, quietly dresstid— 
ili.m K'-tphaern property I And he’d made her stream 
ith 

*' ,\nw wliat ? ■* snapfKod fkoige. 

Sb.r h.id Ih-cu alMTiMt twenty yards ahead of «». Street 
iikish, di M it**!. liui«l with warehouses, sird all closed 
•rail' I- it was a Saturday aftermon. Suddenly, no 
uii.ina r.ohen. We nlippd alto* her quick as you 
tr*. 'he had divi'd down a naitw passage between 
e warchoma**, W« were just i« tteie to see the tail 
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of tier skirt whisking through a door in the wall 
a few yards up~~and fust in time to cut in after 
her. 


Oh [ ” she gasped. We must have looked a couple 
of cutthroats. And it was dark in there. I was panting 
— ^nothing like a sailor's life for keeping you thoroughly 
out of training, unless it's a soldier's. But George was 
all there, being a good dancer. 

" Mss Cohen, I believe ? " he asks. All in whispers. 
She just stared at us. George didn't want to scare her 
any more than I did. He was gay, in that mood of 
his when he seems to be laughing more at himself than 
at any one else. But she just stared at us. She was 
tall, as women go, but we simply towered over the 
poor child. Then she recognised me and went as red 
as a carnation. I couldn't think why. Tarlyon said 
comfortingly : '' There, there I " 

Then she panted all in a jumble : " I'm sorry I was 
rude to you the other night. Really I am. Please go 
away now, please ! " 

“I'm afraid we can't do that," I whispered. " We 
want " 

George, with his foot, gently shut the door behind 
us. We were in the passage of the house or whatever 
It was. It was pitch-dark. I lit another match. 

But what is it, what do you want ? " the srirl 
moaned. 


We just want to have a word with your young man,” 
^diot, in his ordinary voice. 

Oh ! she caught her breath. That gave the 

irY ^ Raphael was It home. 

whatevCT home was. Then the match went out. And 

stood at 

the end of the passage, pomting a revolver. 

^rge said ; " Don’t be an ass 1” 

Come here 1 ” says Mr. Raphael to the gixL 
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/'No, you don't 1 " said George, hauling her to him 
by the arm. 

Julian Raphael smiled in that way he had. " If you 
don't let her go at once," he says, '' I shoot. " 

" You what ! " I said. 

Tarlyon laughed. You can hear him. He said: 
'' Now don’t be a fool aU your life, but stand at atten- 
tion when you speak to my friend here, because he's a 
knight. And put that comic gun away else I'll come 
and hit you." 

I couldn't help laughing. The young Jew looked so 
surprised. ^ He'd never been talked to just in that 
way, and it bothered him, he was used to doing the 
laughing and being taken seriously. But I had laughed 
too soon. There was a whizz by my ear, a thud on 
the door behind me, and a knife an inch deep in the 
pmel. The surprise had given Manana a chance to 
slip away. She was by Mr. Raphael now at the end of 
the passage, ^ere wasn't light enough to make out 
what was behind them, a stairway up or a stairway 
dovm. Down, I guessed, into the bowels of the earth. 
Julian Raphael was smiling. I'll say it was well thrown, 
that knife. 

Tarlyon was livid. " By God," he whispered, " threw 
a knife at us I We are having a nice week-end 1 " 

I held him back. What was the use ? A little child 
could have led us at knife-throwing. Julian Raphael 
said, with that infernal sneer of his 

Gentlemen, I merely wanted to show you what to 
expect if you were to advance another step. I wouldn't 
kill you ^not yet. One of you, yes. But it would 
cause comment, the disappearance of two fools. How- 
ever I might slice bits off your ears. Further, this is 
my house. Are you not intruding ? Gentlemen, you 
may go." 

And, you know, we did. What the deuce else was 
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there to do ? If Tarlyon with his infernal chncMing 
hadn^t roused the man out of his lair we might have 
taken him by surprise and learnt something of the 
whereabouts of that counterfeiting business. But as 
it was, " go '' was us while the going was good. And 
the way Tarlyon swore when we. were outside made me 
glad it was a Saturday afternoon and the warehouses, 
were closed, else he might have corrupted the poor 
workmen. 

What do we do now ? he asked at last. Lump 
it ? ^ 


Well, at any rate, we know his address naw.*^ 
Address be blowed ! That's not an address, Charles, 
but an exit. I'll bet our smart friend doesn't press his 
trousers in that hole — and, by Heaven, there you are I " 
He made me jump. I hadn't, didn't, see anything. 
I thought it was another knife. 


Never mind," snapped George. "Too late now. 
Lome on, man, come on 1 " 

walk on. After reaching daylight from 
mat passage between the warehouses we had turned 
to the left, walked on a hundred yards or so by the 
front of the warehouses, then to the left again. This, 
running parallel to the passage, was a row of quite 
respectab e-lookmg houses ah stuck together, as quite 
^pectable-iookmg houses should do in these times. 

Streets of them down there, and 
hZ I 1 ^ sometimes marry Chinamen 

ifehZ some 

anything. We had 

"What the deuce 1 ” I said again. 

mist^e^ k° ' made one 

thShLeS a look at 

passed. Dont stare as though you were 
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an Amcrir.in at the Prin«> of 

The roriicr tuir.” " 

I turn'd luokvtt, rasiullv. It xvas .t h.,„s.. lik,. 
allot lu'r, .tnii I saul stj, asfct-d nip Imw far I 

thought It was hfuis the pav.ij^i* in which I fi.id nearlv 
holdni Raj.hads kmf.. with my ear. I saul if m„sf 
be a way, lw„ hmulrci i-ards at leitst. Tliere 
w <.5 a wh.dc block of warpl».n,-.ps a.ul a row of houses 
in tx'twcon. “ 

f'i We walker! tm. •'Tbrui how 

<h;l Wr. Kaphard got there so tpiiek ? Not by the roiui 
I jiKt saw a pu-c of hu, .Wii;hffiit fa. r rr.und thr. airtairi 
of one of the wjudows. Hu, ,,,1,. uji-.iake, to have ht 
ro SCI' hull SIh'ip iiittst lx- an iiriiicrgioiind passage 
about two uiniirei! yanks l.ui,. Iwfwwu his wairhout 
adiht'ss ami us residenro YmiTI U‘t the milirv have 
BCwr sjHdted It yet, and I only sjH.tiwj it IweauHi' he 
WM so eager to .wr iis well away. I don't tlihik he like's 
«s, .haik'H, lint 1 d Iw pleawd to know who is 
suppmed to lx- living in tfut hous.*. And I'd take a 
bet that there s a hut counterfeit ing mufin/e going 
on this very niornent somewhere Ix'tween that touse 
fddng*' ^ warehou«-yMi.\sagt‘. Now you say sotue- 

siKit himr’'”* you 

.. »t«il»'d. "There's ahs-avs a catch. Trust 

Ho! T*i, **>' “ »»*'« for poor Gontiles. 

Hti I don t know. He mayn't have msn I got him. 

! ‘ him quick 

‘1rht ** \v* n * ’ T t**’ ***« »w ? Nearly 

f dvilisatioa, try to catch 

1 at hii hoitie atidrms. ©ome down here to-night 
uul .sunmind the place. Imn. Hurray I" * 

1 .said : " 1.410k heni, George- — 

Ih; looked at me sharply. *• I toow what yon sm 
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going to say, Charles. Don’t say it. You’re old enough 

to know better/' 

Bnt I stuck to my point. We must let H know 

at once, yes. Post men at the warehouse entrance and 
the house entrance, certainly. Catch Julian Raphael 
and Ms friend, decidedly. But we must give Manana 
Cohen another chance. She was only a child twenty- 
one or two at most. 

George said: Charles, don't be a silly old man. 
She is probably as bad as any of them. You can't tell. 
Girls don't live a life like that unless they want 
to." 

I knew he was wrong. I just knew it. So I didn't 
argue, but stuck to my point. The girl must be got 
out of the way before the place was raided. If the 
police found there, she would be jailed — ^perhaps 
for years. I simply wouldn't have it. The girl was at 
the b^iniiing of her life. To jail her now would be 
to min her for all her life, 

Tariyon, of course, didn't need to be convinced. He 
was only leading me on. Tariyon wouldn't have pul 
the police on a girl for trying to boil him in oil. But 
I was right about Manana Cohen. Good God, don't 
I know I was right 1 This had been her life, was hei 
life, these dreary streets, these foul alleys. Julian 
Raphael had found her, dazzled her, seduced her 
buIHal her, broken her. What chance had the girl 
ever? She was timorous, you could see. A timic 
girl No matter how kindly you talked to her, sh( 
stared at you like a rabbit at a stoat. Life was tlu 
stoat to Manana Cohen. Who knows what the gir 
hadn't already suffered m her small life, what hell 5 
Ifaybe she had loved Julian Raphael, maybe she lovec 
him now. That wasn't against her. Saints love cads 
It s me only way you can know a saint, mostly. Sonn 
of the nicest women you and I know, Hilary, hav< 
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been divorced for the love of blackguards. WeD if 

punished enough 

by seemg go to prison for a long stretch CHp 
S' vou so m«J-h ® *at girl looked at you 

thought I was in love with the girl mT7*^J^ , 

we rattled through Cheapside— deserted on a Saturfav 

aftemoon-Tarlyon said : “ We wiU have tfS of 

^«wc If we warn her she wiU naturahy pass the 
glad news on to her man. Naturally ” I' ^ 

Natoahy, I agreed. She wouldn’t be herself if she 

went back on her man. I said I would thS a wa^ 
Se atmy flS heS"-^ As George droppi 

with us. I suppose it will be about midnight before we 
get do^ there with his men. I’ll teU yfu one S 
Im not going to have knives chucked at me 

all the kmves in Chnstendom and Jewiy. This is a 
red tre^OTe-hunt as compared to chasing poppycock 
^th ^dren round Regent's Park and cwSood 
’? PiccadiUy. I said midnight, Charles, 

getting Miss Manana Colquhom 
clear away. Wish you luck I " 

But fde wouldn’t be buUied by George Almeric St 
.^^fo of lier own. Or is 

fum ^ ^ ^T.' '‘^^ould be a woman, for she hates 

slim woman ever comes to any good. I hadn’t finigtiA,! 
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glancing at my letters, wirilc inv l>riih was running, 
when my man announced a ycniiii.; ladv. 

" A young what ? ” I saiti. 

He was surprised too. T went into the sitfiiig-ioom. 
Manana Cohen was by the oiten <In(>r, us though she 
was afraid to come right in. 

" I said : “ Thank Heaven you’ve come I ’’ Kxtra- 
ordinaiy thing to say, but I siiid it. 

She tried to smile. AU y<ar( il eyes. T thought slie 
was going to faint, tried to make her sit «ki\vii, fussed 
about. Hilary, I’m trying to tell yon I was shy, 

‘‘I’m frightened,” she .sail!, a.s tliotigh ftuit would 
be news for me. Then it ail eariK’ out in that jumbled 
way of hers. She had given K’ajihacl the .slip, had 
found my address in the telephone book, had come to 
me to warn me. 

” To warn me 1 ” I gasped. The cheek of the.se young 
people! Here were we and all SentlaiKi Yard* after 
them — and she had come to w.ani me 1 

"Yes. Listen.” Then she stopped. Suddenly, she 
blushed crimson. 

I said : " Now, Manana, what is it ? What on earth 
is there to blush about ? ” 

She tried not to stammer as she saiii : " I can’t help 
it. Julian’s after you. He’s out to kill. He lKit(!S you 
once and he hates you twice hjcaiise he thiiik-s I'ni in 
love with you. I don’t know whv. He's just rnad 
jealous. I know Julian. And they’ll tjever attch him. 
Never. The fool police I I just i bought I'd warn you. 
Go away, please go away— out of Londrm. I feel if 
you die it will be my fault. He’ll throw you if you 
don tgo away. I know Julian. You*!! be walking up 
ftcradilly one eyenmg, this evening, {HTham. Sud- 

^ No one will knew 

who threw It in the crowd. He could throw it from 
the top of a bns and no one notte. He never misses/’ 
13$ , 
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, I said : So, Manana, he thinks you love me. Why 
■does he think that ? 

.■ ■„ She wasn't blushing now. She was quite calm now. 
She iiad never moved from the open door. Her eyes 
wouldn't meet mine. They shone like an3rthing in that 
white fjice. She jtist said : ** Now I've warned you, 
1 must go hack, lie will miss me. Ihn glad I warned 
you, I think you must be a good man. Good-bye, 
But go away, pleasi*. go away at once I Good-bye." 

I couldn't stop tier by toiicliing her, else she would 
have got scare.ci. I just told her not to go back East 
We were going to raid Julian Raphael's place that 
nigld'. 

You came to w^arn me," I said, " but I was just 
coming to warn you. My friend and I don't want you 
to go to prison, M:mana, You had better stay away 
from thc*r(^ ft^r the present. I can find you some- 
wliere to slay to niglit, if you like. You can trust 
me," 

Sire oj:>ened her eyes very wide, but all she said was : 
" I must go back at once." 

I began to prott^st, but she went on tonelessly : 
*** You <ion't uiuierstand. I came to warn you becaxise 
ycai are a good nuin. You are, arenT you ? I'm sorry 
1 was led into laughing at you that night. He pinch^ 
iny arm when I didn't laugh. But I must stand by 
Julian. is my man, go^ or bad. You see ? He 
lias bc(‘u kind to me in his way. He loves me. I must 
go back to him at once. If you make me promise not 
to ti^Il In, in about the police, I won't. I won't tell him 
anyway, I think. He must go to prison. It is time, 
IxTausc he will do more murders. I hate murders. 
But f wil! go with him to prison. And that will make it 
all rjglit between Julian and me. Good-bye." 

It was gooibbye, I knew it was no use argiung. 
With some women one doesn't know when it's any go<^ 
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or not, vritibi a few one docs. Tiicy'ic the ones who 
count. I could hold her bt' hitcc, uf course — for her 
own good. Dear Goel, the lic-s w'e can fell ourselves I 
If I held her by force from going bu. k to Juli.ui Raphael 
it would not have been so much iui her own goocl as 
for mine. I hated her going, I W'antfd her. lint she 
must do as she thought right. I'.wrj' (««■ must always, 
in spite of everything. I’m ghui I’ve never married' 
Hilary, I would have imaie a »« .■:; of it just by iilways 
seeing my wife's point of view. 

I saw Manana dowustuii.s to the liooi. It was 
raining the deuce, and the diitcicncc Ih'twecn twilight 
and night was about the same a.; tltat In-tween a man 
of colour and a nigger. Miintui.r .end I stood dose 
together in the open doorway. It w.;*; gootlbye. 1 
said: "Perhaps they will let you oil, 1 will do my 
best Come to me for help later on. Gm -d-hyc, M.«iana. 
Thank you." 

She smiled. The first and bust smile I ever raw light 
that face. " I must never see you af'.tin," .site said, 
and then the laughter of Julimi Raphael tore the smile 
from her face. 


My rooms, as you know, are in Ctirzon .Street : at the 
rathCT grubby end where Curzon Street, as though 
finally reahsmg that it is depriveti of the re.Hidentiid 
support of the noble family of that mune, .slopes hdp- 
l^y down to a slit in a grey wall called lansdowme 
i'ass^e. I don’t know if you ever have occasion to 
go through there. Wien it is dark in London it is 
darker m Lansdowne Passage. It leads, between 
^sdowne House and the wreck of Devomshire Ilou.He, 
to Berkdey Street. There is a vertical iron bar up 
the middle of each opening, which I'm lultl were origin- 
prevent highwaymen making a dash 
though the Passage to the open couiitiy umnd Knight.s- 
ndge. Against that vertical iron bar leant Julian 
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plaphael. I remember he had a pink shirt on. Our 
ymmg dandy always showed a stretch of cuf . Between 
as and him there was one of those very tail silver-grey 
[amp-posts. Yon could see him round the edge of it, 
^ black, lean, lounging shape. And that pink shirt. 
“Manana, I followed you!" he cried. And he 
laughed. 

The girl whispered frantically to me: '"Get in, 
get in, get in ! 

I said " What ? ** like a fool. She tried to push me 
Liiside the doorway. I was looking at her, not at Julian 
Raphael. I didn't understand. There was a scream 
Erom the twilight : " Mind out, Manana 1 " Manana 
jTjmped in front of me. That's all. 

I held her as she fell backward. She just sighed. 

“ Manana 1 " the voice screamed again. Oh, in 
terror I The knife was up to the hilt in her throat. 

I think I lost my head completely for the first time 
in my life. I made a dash towarci the figure in the 
opening of Lansdowne Passage. He didn't move, 
didn't even see me coming. He was sobbing like a 
baby. Then I changed my mind and rushed back to 
Manana. Lay a flower on a pavement in the rain, and 
you have Manana as I last saw' her. Her eyelids flut- 
tered once or twice. The rain was washing the blood 
from her throat into the gutter. My man had come 
down and was doing his best. I looked through the 
twilight at the crumpled black figure against the iron 
bar, 

" She's dead, Raphael 1 ” I called, whispering to my 
man : " Go, get him I " 

He did his best, poor devil. Raphael yelled : " Yes, 
for you I And I'll never throw but one more knife — 
but 111 do that if I have to come back from hell to do 
it I " He was gone, through Lansdowne Passage. My 
gvretched man hadn't a chance. That night and for 
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da 3 rs there wasn’t a port in haiglami that II ipfj 

unwatched for Julian Raphai'L But. as in the story- 
books, he has never been s(!cn or iiwirtl of again. ] f 
has an idea he is somewhere in the Anieneas, 

But it's not quite true (the Admiral added) (h;u 
Julian Raphael has never b<;eu .seen or heani of again, 
I have seen him and heard him, quite lately— iu a sort 
of way. Of course it can h- no mtrre than a trick of 
the imagination. He. has probably been nmre on niy 
mind recently than I had realisi'd. But the illmiiou h 
quite definitely vivid and unpk‘a.sant. And I • .m tiH 
you it gets rather on a man's nerves, thi.s comic talk 
of knives on Piccadilly. Imagination, Hilary, cim 
play us queer, dark tricks sometimea. And it's no good 
trying to explain them with spirit tidk. The iniiui is 
a dark place and we don't know wluit’s in the skv, 
and that’s all there Ls to it. 

Mr. Townshend had listened gravely. A grey man, 
of the type con.s(:ientiou.sIy staid, Mr. ‘Town:, hem 1 fomui 
no aspect of this our life on e.arth which was not a 
proper occasion for the exercise of gravity, mmmaud c.f 
temper, and forbearance. He therefore forbore to iuak« 
any comment on his friencl’-s tide, but merely remai lasi • 
"You ought not to stay iti London, Chailcs, An 
unhealthy place, at best. Why not come tlowu fo 
Magralt with me to-morrow ? Guy de Travwt is vt miimr. 
There’s some fishing. Not much, and that little is poor, 
but you can always smoke in jwace," 

Sir Charles laughed. " You talk like Manana ! But, 
anyhow, I am due at Port-smouth the day afln to- 
morrow. No, no, I’ll see my time out in Ixmdtm. Tv.- 
been in most corners of the world, Hilary, and never 
foimd romance but in London.*’ 

“Hml" said Mr. Townshend tlwughtfully. " Vou 
have an odd idea of romance, Cbartee. Komau.v ! 
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I don’t, as a general rule, believe in apparitions 

Hm l Have you rung up H to teU bin of 

“®tj^’^pPPea-rance of this remarkably unpleasant 

" And he laughed me to scorn 1 Was ready in fact 
to lay a pony against Raphael’s being within a thousand 
miles of London or England.” 

“You never know,” said Mr. Townshend thought- 
fully. ^ 

" Never know what, Hilary ? ” 

" Where you are,” said Mr. Townshend thoughtfullv 
" With Jews.” 

It was on the night following this conversation that 
the Admiral, on emerging from the Celibates Club 
made an astonishing suggestion to Hunt the com- 
missionaire. 

Hunt, says Sir Charles, “ do you mind walking 
with me down to the Piccadilly comer ? I will know 
then that I am actually moving and not just standing 
here and thinking I’m moving. You see my point. 
Hunt ? ” 

" Certainly, Sir Charles. I quite understand.” 

" I’m glad some one does 1 ” sighed our gentleman. 

The commissionaire with the lined face, whose own 
antipathy to wine in his youth had not been insuperable, 
could sympathise with the Admiral’s probable con- 
dition, while admiring the correct address with which, 
as became a gentleman of the sea, he bore his 
sufiering. 

“ See any Jews about. Hunt ? ” the Admiral asked, 
as they came to the Piccadilly comer. 

" Not definitely. Sir Charles. But a couple of Rolls- 
Royces have just passed. Good-night, Sir Charles.” 

“ Good-night, Hunt.” 

Those were the last words the ancient commissionaire 
was ever to hear from his good friend the Admiral. 
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For as Sir Charles made l<i rrtis*-, I'i. c liiDv Jiuin Allv. 
marie Street to St. James’s Sfrei't lie lic.uii liiai " wltii-ii;" 
behind him. He had been < ii, imt it Kiartlfd 

him. He half-turned and jiimped f.idfways, (xjllkiinn 
with the bonnet of a fiisl-rnuvin/; c.u. 

There was a terrific din alxiiit iiirii as he raised InniKeJf 
to his hands and knee.s. If deafened him, (he din 
of engines and voices. M.ua' voices seemed to he 
arguing. Tlien, as he row* lit his feel, ihr tiin h.ippiiy 
receded. There W’as .silence, hut the silence of a i'le:Ls:uit 
voice. He walked on to St. j iines's Sfnvi. glad ihin^ts 
had been no worse. Then he '..iw (he face of inlian 
Raphael. It was jirst in front of hiiii, .smilin/p j|g 
was holding out his hand to Sii Chailes, smilii,yt. He 
was beautiful,. Behind his slioiilder wa.H Mana.tu. 
She was laughing at Sir Charles's Itewildermenl, TlieiV 
as he stared at them, they {xtinted ovei iiis slioiililer.' 
They were still laughing. Heliiiid him, in the middle 
of Piccadilly, there was a great inwd aionnd a 
motor-car and a prostrate figure tliat loolod uddiv 
like a dingy travesty of himwif. Thnt i,. how it w.w. 
but still he did not imder.stand. Julian Raphael atiii 
Manana laughed at him ami earli took itini hv ati 
arm and walked with him downi the slit|M* of Ht. Jann's's 
Street. There was a valley uf Ihe foo! of St. '|..nies’s 
Street, and over the valley a golden cloud a.H hn itc as 
a continent. Many people were walking aliimt, Innking 
calm and clean and happy. Manana wits Mill latii-him' 
happily. 

„ " died last night in Paris," she fold Sir fhailcs. 
"He was just coming over to London to kiil wn. 
Isn t it idiotic ? I don't say he loves yon now hut 
he's ^willing to consider an intclligetit fii. ud hip. 
Aren’t you, Julian? Heath isn't at ail what tic Ml- 
vation Army thinks, Charles. You'll k* .ssniuiued. 
You re ]ust yourself, that's all. Ftmny ymi haw to 
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before you’re aUowed to be yourself. Oh look! 
Look, Charles ! Isn’t it beautiful 1 Charles let’s wait 
and walk and walk I ” ' ^ 

“Just look at those asses behind!” cried JuHan 
Raphael, shouting with laughter. But now the people 
at the head of St. James’s Street were very faint, the 
^ear golden air of the sun triumphant was falling 
between Sir Charles's eyes and the people grouped 
round the prostrate figure that looked oddly like a 
dingy travesty of himself. 

“ If tiiey only knew,” said Manana gravely, “ that 
living is worth while just because one has to die 1 
Come on, Charles, let’s walk 1 ” 

“ Here, and me I ” cried Julian Raphael. 

“ Young man,” said the Admiral severely, " you just 
stay where you are. I have been waiting a long time 
for this walk with Manana.” 

“ I'U follow you. Where are you going to w alk to ? ” 
“ You can’t follow us, Julian,” laughed Manana. 
“ They won’t let you, yet. Naturally, dear, considering 
how awful you’ve been. You can have a drink while 
we’re gone.” 

“ A drink ? ” said Sir Charles. " But, good Lord, 
he can’t have a drink here, can he ? ” 

“ But why not ? ” Manana laughed. “ There’s only 
one hell, dear, and that’s on earth. Come on, come 
on 1 We'U walk towards that golden cloud and back I ’’ 
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I 

B HHE stnicttin*, i*conai»v, inn! nf nnr 

time du not irndinc lltf rnn k aiul li>wl\ in 
a particnhu' regard for |*t rM>(t*« of ronditinu, 
Nor is flic {latruiwgf of j»tjtiri'% and l!tt' 
' favour of lords solicited to ;u>y noticcaitlr 
degree by th<‘ i)tx>ts and scicnfists of the dav, 'flit' 
most superficial survey of histoiv will disc.n.r tbd 
the condescension of a gentleman o| the kanl h-n w,ii 
once regarded as almost an essential of jt jmrf “'i mi. i ; 
while the craftsman, was he never mj i-immu ' ,md 
exquisite, must rely for his fame on the rapt it e ot dif 
young men of fashion, who were, it is to be j.«. imcd, 
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not t!u‘ low ln't-aiiso they wore iuv;u'i;il>ly 

in :in'l li-ui not flic wor.sc tfusti* Inransi- they were 
nearly ala ays in wjiie, 

Tu OH! tteneiafioii, iiuwevta. we have piogrewM'd so 
far ill the lihetal arts ihat, shnuhl a man cif letters so 
mask himself with the impel Us leiiee of fasiiinii ;ls to 
be remarked at A col in elmhes wiiieh, with a deplomhle 
•want of faith in tlie diyniiy uf ietteis, have Iieeii eut to 
fit Ids pm'Min, he sh.dl at oiiee he ruiivicted hy all reidly 
intelli;,'eat pieple of a lark of feeling for all that is 
genuine, in .ul aia! literature. That cannot he alto- 
gethef just. An etieiiiiiiate itiaiiner ami nnit.Mi.d hahihs 
slionlil net. on the other hand, iiivari.ihly tse taken 
for sure signs of genius in the mental srienres; ;uid 
laymen should hr w.irned aftainst regarding soiled linen 
as iiu essential of the siicfessfid ascent «if I'ariiassus. 

In the fair of this illilH-ral attimde towards the 
n|»p<T sort, the |»oindar lutetest in the voting Duke of 
M.ill is the inoi'* sm pri-ang ; and to that gentlemair's 
funiiliars and dependants it h.ts fot hnig heeii a source 
of gratiik'ufion ta ohserve how the esteem in which 
he is held by the {leople uf b.sigl aid is rivalleil only 
by the interest shown in the fable-inanners of the 
most fmiwms pugilists ami the rroiieet extended to 
tlitf tireless eniTgies of the most Imlovwi prinoi in 
Christendom. 

Kor was the young Duke’s greatnoK* unheraldetl, his 
birtli without good unien : historians the world over 
will know the legend of the Dukedom of Mall, how it 
was piiiphesied by a sibyl of the Kestomtioii that on 
the hirth of the greatest of that house the golden ax'k 
(in the weather vanr of St. James’s tower would crow 
flifire, and on his death it would also ctow thrice. 
And only those most stecfied in the modern vice of 
seeptififan will disWieve the unanltnom evidencts of 
every dtib srn'autt iu St. Jatncs'l Street, that this 
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miracle attended the birth of the seventeenth Duke ; 
while we vulgar lovers of England's might and enemies 
to the &x;ialist tyranny can only pray that the second 
manifestation of that miracle be averted for the longest 
span of God's mercy to the most gallant of His 
creatures. 

There follow then, some sidelights on the recent life 
of the young Duke of Mall and his splendid lady. Than 
these two, history will say, history must say, there 
never was a more comely pair ; for such is the unknow- 
able wisdom of the All-Wise that opposites will dis- 
cover the sweetest harmony. The differences referred 
to are, of course, those of breeding and nationality, 
for the lady was an American out of Chicago, in the 
State of Illinois. But to attempt to describe Miss 
Lamb were to challenge contempt and defy the limita- 
tions set by the gods upon human speech. Let it suffice 
that she was beautiful : the quality of her colour 
comparable only to that of a garden in tempered sun- 
light, the texture of her complexion the envy of silk- 
worms ; while the glory of her hair has been described 
by a minor poet as a cap of beaten gold and autumn 
leaves. As for the lady's eyes, shall a phrase attempt 
where a thousand photographs have failed ? 

The Duke then, was tender of this lady : he wooed 
her, was mocked, he entreated, was beguiled, he pleaded, 
W 2 S provoked, he stormed, was dismissed, he wor- 
shipped, was accepted. The wedding pariysed the 
traffic of London for several hours, and the newspapers 
of England and America for several days. The happy 
pair spent their honeymoon at the Trianon at Versailles, 
lent to the yming Duke by the French Government 
in recognition of his gahant services as a liaison officer 
during the war. 

H d3{Oald be noted that the wedding-present of the 
bndes father to the young Duke was an ocean-going 
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of fimiiajjt;. WUitc and gnireful, 

icht Camr'mi tMiio tin- s> as iikc a bird. The Duke, 

iked liml'i, w.H wiy im{)u.s.s(.'d. 


II 

It, however, was mhuv time ago. Now, alas, 
la* ii»«t kiu'llv olK.nvcr of Miciciy can htit have 
kcd that tin- irrrut Hh- of the ytoiiig Duke and 
tiulif'ss lias DetJ xs nmspinious for it.s jnivate 
V .w ior lU jiubhr si 4 eii(icmr. Tlterc have Iiccu 
111;., there lias hi-<‘» diatter. This hiui Iw'im said, 

h. it, ami th*‘ oihrr. (»ov.i,>, in f.wt, luw been rife, 
t is ilif auslrte jiart of tl«* liLstotiaii to deal only 
fs. ’!‘he fa< Is an* xs follows i-™ 

(!h of the l.ttub of the tild troulxwlour.s, Iwlween 
leighui of till* Soiithfin .‘iljr? and the languor of 
deditetrane.m, hr.s the I'lfity town of Catmes. 
rear we tidl of wxs iu its litst youth. 'Hie flower 
hivalt v of h iigi.md amt Anieiica were promenading 
e sunlight of till* [iretty town or commenting at 
eaM’ on tin* lirilii.int tourneys of tennis and polo, 
smd thejte alwit tlr links tire stm lit up tlie bril- 
Fair Isle sweaters of Jews, flreeks, and Argentines, 
ft they were phiving a friendly match for the 
ry of the wnrhl 'Flic r«iti«*«t was at its full ^ory 
tfttli |K>wdcr«i ftolfi. Brilliant sunslmdes lit the 

i, F'rom the gimkaos of white villas could be 
l the laughter of cliildrrn and millionaires. The 
t w.is sttewn with jcwrhi, and ladies walked in 
ly. Gre ,4 automobiles Wtercd betwmn the 
m and the Colton Hotel, while youth ha swift 
ilti or Bentley dwUlenged time to a race from 
es In Monte Carlo. The water* slept profoundly 
t full kw of the afterwjoo sun. There, as a ^ve 
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on a spacions lawti, uKic fii: v\ii!lr Viidit. pro 
its stern hung a clusfri of C' ! i•'ll t i.ci! ics' hu sufi, 
the pretty nautiaU <• <4 ti.t* vincu; Ihikc u{ M;^ii ’ 
It must be granted by the »iin,t f.i .! iiiions tlialih 
scene was set for (‘nrlinntnii'n', I'lu- 
the sun, the sim upon the nmuiit.iin.N, tlu; diauffeurs it 
their diiving-wheds, t!ic rreii/nV^* in tfie Cimino 'ft 
diplomats at a cuuference, .tic iit'ini tn^nJMUfs'nn 
the diplomats. Yet in the v-c hi i.tj;. *! ,i Nidnii- tl' 
Duke of Midi wa.s having .t Kev with hi.*; {.uly, ' ^ 

It will be inrrcdifilc that it w.t , i,n! tiicir first p 
must be incredible that it look, d iik,. ft.iiij; their "kst 
At the moment of out iidm .iit.j, niy Loiii Duke';, 
point of fact, v/ius stiying t ' ’ ’ 

“By Heaven, Lcuaura, I am m* k iuul tired of it|" 
That small, lovely hrad. thoM- wnl,-. ilccp m.ntle 
eyes! Yet stern Juno hetstdf did wane! ime.s walk the 
earth in those very .iyes. Sh«- was nut tnutc than twenty 
four, this lady, y.;t with what ptoud r.diii and .iisdain 
she could at one ghuice ctiwjap h, i hm.land I Not 
however, t^t it always a.lvatit..ged her ease, for some- 
times It might be he wie> ttw .s!< i-pr- lo iKniec or iimbe 
he would be too httsily t iigagrd in disdaining her 
which on occasions he nnild do wry han.lM.mcly ' 

of It. It, my dear, my wclldrclMVci ? Ami bv 
ih to understand that you rnwni me ? " ' " 

Ihe young Duke {loinU'd his mdUI. rmt'e with the 

appheatm of the match to a mgar. “ Yon mav." sjikl 

ladv's v2? •«< In’ (h« 

that I raderstand by whl^Jw 2l ?*’• ' ’ 
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God, to stop yost liilking f Bij.t il is ikjI hhts- 

S 3 ,i“y fui m<‘, to atlil that 1 wish 1 \vvii\ if f^nlv hir lliat 
purpose/' 

The Ihirhoss saki : *'lluwt*ver, 1 wid nut be pro- 
voked. H is too hot. 1 will cuntom, inysoil merely 
with remarking that in iny cuiisklered opiiiitHi the 
..aiieient Dnketluin of Mall does at pre!*,ent grace one 
with tlie mauiieni of a buoi ami the habits of a stald«d)oy/' 
Leonora, you go loo tar I 

Slu^ siglied : ** Dear, had I, before inairyiiig y<m, 
gone even a little farther, how unieh juoie comfortabiy 
I liad farted ! " 

For as long its it laktss say a furbidden word of 
one syllable the young Duke's fair features wore the 
air of a battkdieki : theieun anger haight with apathy ; 
but was, by the grac:e of Ciud aiul a iad)Ik: sidiool 
education, ieptilM*d. 

"Not, rniml yon/* SJikl the Dncliess, "that I can 
blame tlio proUy ikdls wliotn yun encourage to ptirsiu^ 
you under my very nost*/' 

The Duke, lemarked that site liad a very beautiful 
nose, a very small nose, 

Tlic Duchess f hanked him. 

" Ikit," siiid the Duke, *' by the number of tilings 
wliicli you mx\m me of doing under it, any one would 
think it emst as long a shadow m Lm‘d Nadsoids oolumin 
For ilu^ sake of your own lastiity/* he |iieadtsi earnestly, 
" may I tK*g ymi Iti leave your nose, much as I admire 
it, out of my iupjwsc^d infidrlities ? *" 

The D«rlu« remarked that she could quite well 
unikTstand why women pursuitcl him with their atteu- 
tion.s. Yef, as she $|xike» no s|wk of bitterness pointed 
her low, light voice, no trace of |mIousy marred her 
urbanity. She remarked ttat lit was very rich. His 
rank was siwnd only to his King*t. He was very hand- 
some. He wiu cfiaming* 

m 



The Three-Cornered Moon 

The Duke thanked her. 

"However,” said ihc Diulirs!;. 

“Ah, that’s not too gonii,” nighed fhc Duke, “i 
knew there was a catdi sumewlictt'." 

"However,” said tin* Durhrvs, " flw hraiify that 
you most admire in any woman is Uu* Ix-auty "of her 
not being a woman you alreiuK- li ow : ihc only rlumn 
of which you never are fired i.; ?!.«■ ehann of novelty.” 

“ One likes a chaiifte,” siy.in d fhi Dule. “ if tlmt’s 
what you are talking alxiui.’' 

“It certainly is,” stiid the Dii< h 

"Well, don't let nu! hinder yiti," r.dtl the Duke. 
He was rude. "I am all aftiiilion. lint should I 
interrupt you, sweet, y(»u tiuisi liu^'ive nu-, for I uiii apt 
to talk in my sleep." 

" Oh, but haven't I made quite a colleclitui of uumes 
like Dolly and Lucy and Maudie ! " 

The Duke said one word. It e-vpiesM'd all tlu* volumes 
that could be written by the nun who, tilas, cannot 
write. But the Duclicss Inul uuw h><*n in lingkuid 
for four years and knew that the facility with whiii 
m Englishman can swear at his wife does not detract 
in the least from his deep respect for Womanlwod, 
else would England be what Mnglatid undoubtedly is? 

She said : " Maximilian, I want to icl! you th:d you 
are a most extraordinary man. In put>!ic, for instance, 
you are all that is diarming ; and many who know 
of om private dLsagreements can’t hut think the fault 
is mine, since in public you an* «o very tinhi and seem 
never for a moment deficient in tlie manners, graces, 
and considerations proper to a great gentleman." 

The Duke expressed a hope that she woukl put that 
down in writing, so that he cotild .semi it as a ndereuce 
to any lady, or ladits, to whom he might be paying 
his^suit, or suits. 

However,” said the Dtichesa, " when we come to 
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/examine you in the home, what a difierent picture do 
we find 1 Your manxiers are monstrous, yoor graces 
those of a spoilt schoolboy, while your consideration 
for your wife such that, fax from concealing from me 
your preference for the company of low women, yon 
will actually,'' said she, "bring them on board this 
yacht and make love to them under my very ” 

The Duke, he sighed. 

"In," snapped the Duchess, "my company. And 
now," she added calmly, " I will say good-bye." 

"Child," said the Duke softly, "must you go ? 
Must you really ? Can't I tempt you to stay ? Very 
well, then," said he, " good-bye." 

" Captain Tupper 1 " the Duchess called. 

" Captain Tupper," the Duchess said, " I am going 
ashore. You will please see to it at once. I think my 
maid has everything packed. Thank you." 

The Duke opened his eyes. It was an effort, for he 
was sleepy. 

"Captain Tupper," said he, "her Grace will take 
the fastest cutter to the town to catch the Blue Train 
to Calais. Should a sleeper on the Blue Train be un- 
available, you will see to it that she is accommodated 
with one of a suitable colour. We, in the cool of the 
evening, will make for Naples. Thank you." 

The Duke closed his eyes again, for he was sleepy. 
The Duchess stared as though into the heart of the 
still blue bay, and who shall say what it was that she 
saw in that deep place, whether she saw the towers 
of her love tom down by the winds of man's discontent, 
the ruins of her marriage washed in the infinite sea of 
man's inconstancy? Her eyes darkened, and pre- 
sently she said, bemused : " I am going now. Adieu, 
Maximilian." 

“Leonora," he said, with closed eyes, "I wish you 
all happiness and content." 
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Content ! *' , ami 

*' Goc,H.l«bye, IrMhnia 

She siiid : Max, %v<” \»iv hapin* utmK 

were lovers once. Sm i" a tiinep.^^^ 

He wi-iispcitHi 

** * Oui ti, J ^ * i 

7 kfiY -V ^hi I Ui 1 * 

ArJ am h.:f iv *>.- ».-i .ir, 

// ii /oer/ /lOi" ' " 


She: bnt Iran aiaicli wm vm %til|.^ai ,, 

tion galkmt agaitisf anoihn . - ^ " 

** * 'Then talk n^'i if ii:, , n-./ariii*, 

faht hfiifh uKh |,||||,| ; 

If / /-V nntatlf Min // 

*l'hh im'lvne minui/ i*. iJiff^ 

*'I'is u!I ihai fifdi/n 

He sighed; ** Um\* I bvni vmi. I.mtiiraa! As I 

had never lowd ;u»y *>ii.- iH-h.rr. .w 1 will n. v,-i li.v.. 
any one again I'* ''' 

"How I luv«l you, Maxiiiiili.ui 1 I'.of now! " 
she said: " A legal sej-.mmon i% a wlh' quiltt.ir, 
site, pu might want to itmty ag.nn, {)i l juigla.” 

? IhH you wtli, tmjsl, oiui't liidt* 
but I With your livniity, youth, wr altii." 

“Thank you. I have oltrn rmtii r.i tli.it one'*; fii-i;.iH 
Idee one tet as one is leaving thmi. Ihrii. ^.i-oimlLui 
shall I divorce you ? '* 

"If you jteiso. dear, % hmveiji .lo* Messrs. 
Onward and Cluistiaii. They wdl ;«t..ni:r the iiutvt 
with yours m the tBUid way." 

Rememfe, dear, that ymtr King wdJ it«4 rofivv 
a divorced Duke at court," 
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*‘The King can do no wrong/^ yawned the Duke. 

It must be rather hard on him sometimes, but the 
law is the law.'' 

His eyes were closed against her beauty, else he had 
seen the sudden smile that touched her beauty, touched 
it and was going, going, lurked a while in the depths 
of her eyes like a very small bird in the ferns of love- 
in-the-mist, and io I was gone. She said softly : " You 
are such a baby, Max ! " 

Seamen passed by, bearing a great leather Innovation 
trunk to the side, A black cloud rose up from i\frica 
and hid the sun. A shadow walked across the pretty 
town of Cannes and drove the youth from painted 
faces, 

“And because," said the young Duchess wistfully, 
“ you are such a baby, I don't put it beyond you to 
make love to my sister if you should meet her. She 
has always been jealous of me, so she would enjoy 
nothing so much as your making love to her. Promise 
not to, Max, please, oh please I She has just come 
over to Paris, so I read this morning in The New York 
Herald. Max, promise not to make a fool of me to my 
own sister 1" 

“ She's pretty ? " 

“ Pretty I Are words so scarce, sir, that you must 
use a copper coin ? And she my twin 1 " 

“Ah me I Oh dear I " 

Her voice scarce disturbed the silence of the 3 racht : 
“Good-bye, Duke Maximilian. Our lives go different 
ways. I do wish you success, happiness, health. Good- 
bye." 

As he lay, with closed eyes, his fingers found her 
hand and raised it to his lips. 

“Good-bye," said he. Such was his farewell. 

She looked back from the side. He lay silent. She 
said . 
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" Courtesy, Maximilian ? *' 

A sea-bird mocked ilje sili m e. Tlu- i lnud nfliv^art 
the sun was now as largo a.s luiU tlic wuihl. The Itiicluvr 
of Mall said ^ 

“ Chivalry, Maximilian ? ” 

The sea-bird screamed and ilew awaw end I.emifjj. 
of Mall cried : "I will ftiigive vtni all bn) ymii- 

farewell, Maximilian. The vtiy Inids .ue ajij'.illi'il 
see chivalry so low in a ni.an that he will take Id;; l.nk.v 
adim lying down.” 

Her maid, hatted and ■vndled fin ti.ive!h:ig, wln -iinvci 
to her ear : — 

" Your Grace, he i.s asleep-" 


m 

It is a sorry biisinciw to inqnife into what nten think 
when we are cveiy day onh- h»m tmeumfuilal lv ron- 
fronted with what they do. Moteovri, the wa nn- t,f 
psychology—for tliat is svluU w»- arr talkiiig .ihmii — 
is as yet but a drwof,v//e atming the >k ii itn-s ; arul 
that writer carries the least rotiviiiimt win ishs tc» 
wind his tale about her immature * Thi lefon* wo 
will not inquire info the young Hake's ihoimhts. hut 
merely relate his actioi!.s : wr will leave his p-.r rlu l,„,y 
to the fishes of tlie tideless sea, while w'e let hint cun- 
front us with all his vanity. 

The^ time came wdien the yomtg Ihiki* .iw-ok*-, Xi>w 
the winds of the sea were playing alwiul him, the 
was certainly not where he had bit it, and the .tm-le i.f 
deck-cliair was peculiar. Ttw world was vetv d.n k. 
He looked upon the sea and fotitid it t»ld, lual h.- ieuk.-,! 
upon the land and did not find it at all. 

, .'r "Wliere is the land. thr. 

land of France? Ho, there, CajUaiu Ttipja*t [ What 
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have you done with the fair land of France ? I do not 
see It ^ywhere Our French aUies win be exceedingly 
^oyed when they hear we have mislaid them, 
do my eyes deceive me, or is that a wave makina for 

US over there ? ^ 

Grlc?”'^ moderate from the south-east, your 

“ Moderate, upon my word 1 Captain Tupper 
moderation sickens me. Ho, I see some land over 
there I 


“We have just left Nice behind, your Grace." 

I sincerdy hope. Captain Tupper, that you are 
not among those who affect to despise Nice. Queen 
Victoria was very fond of Nice. It may not be Deau- 
•me or Blackpool, Captain Tupper, but Nice can stm 
offer attractions of a homely sort.” 

" But I understood, your Grace, that " 

"These are strange words. Captain Tupper! But 
proceed.” 

“ that our direction was Naples.” 

"Naples? Good God, Naples I And look, there’s 
another wave making straight for us! Hang on. 

I U see you are all right. You sailors areii^t 
what you were in the days when you each had a port 
in every '' 

A wife in every port is the correct form of the libel, 
your Grace." 

But hang it, I call this, don't you, a damned rough 
sea ? However, I feel very gay this evening. I have 
just had an idea. Now, Tupper, let me hear no more 
of this high-handed talk about turning your back on 
Nice." 


" But, your Grace, we are making for Naples ! " 
''Your obsession for Naples seems to me singularly 
out of place on a windy evening. I think you might 
consider me a little, even though I am on my own 
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yacht. I detest, I deplore Naples.^^ Put back to 
Captain Tapper. I am for Paris I 
For Paris, your Grace 1 " 

"For Paris, Captain Tapper, 'vvith a laugh and 
lance and a tara-tara-diddie for to break a pret| 
heart 1 ” 


nr 

Students of sociology have of recent yeara mac 
great strides in their alleviation of the conditions px*^ 
vailing among the poor ; but is it not a fact that, - 
a notorious daily paper lately asked, the study of tho 
conditions appears to attract the interest of only t] 
lighter sort of society people and the pens of only tl 
most ambitious novelists ? And that the benefits 
this study, at least to novelists, are not mean, W: 
proved beyond all doubt only the other day, whx 
perhaps the wealthiest of contemporary writers i; 
creased his fortune by writing a tale about a miser 
a slum. No one, on the other hand, will deny that t] 
achievements of sociologists among the poor are 
nothing compared with those of students of hospital! 
who, poor and unrewarded though they remain, ha’ 
of late years done yeoman work in alleviating t] 
conditions prevailing among the rich. It is to t. 
generous spadework of men such as these that Americj 
hostesses in Europe owe the betterment of their lo 
and it is by the support of their merciful hands tb 
ladies burdened with great wealth are prevented frc 
sinking down in the rarefied atmosphere to which th 
have been called. 

Mere students of hospitality had not, however, be 
strong enough to support the ailing burden of M. 
Omroy Pont when that lady had first come over frc 
America at the call of certain voices that had advis 
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her that her mission lay in European society. It had 
needed graduates of that brotherhood, lean with 
endeavor ball-rooms and browned with the suns 
of the Riviera, to prevent that ample lady from suc- 
rambing to the e^austion of carrying her wealth 
through the halls of her houses in London and Paris 
^ong guests who had failed to catch her name on 
being introduced. But the Good Samaritans had 
worked unceasingly on her behalf, and since Mrs 
Omroy Pont had both great wealth and infinite 
^sensibility she was soon in a position to give a 
ball at which quite half the guests knew her bv 
Sight. 


The morning after the Duke's arrival in Paris there 
was this notice in the Continental Daily Mail: ''The 
Duke of Mall has arrived at his residence in the Avenue 
au Bois, and will spend the spring in Paris." And 
presently the good Mrs. Omroy Pont was on the tele- 
phone, first here, then there, and finally to the Duke 
himself, saying, " My dear Duke, how do you do, how 
do you do ? I am so glad you are in Paris just now, 
Paris is so attractive in the spring. You mustn't fail to 
see the tulips in the Tuileries, they are as beautiful as 
debutantes. My dear Duke, I am giving a party 
to-morrow night, you must come, you really must 
come, now don't say you won't because I can't bear 
that, and really I must say, my dear Duke, that your 
rinfortunate inability to accept any of my invitations 

so far has seemed almost marked, whereas " 

"I am afraid," began the Duke, who had not the 
faintest intention of going anywhere near one of Mrs. 
Omroy Pont's parties, for she bored him, and life is 
short. 


" But you mustn't be afraid ! " cried Mrs. Omroy 
Pont. Now, my dear Duke, I want you particularly 
to come to this party because there is some one who 
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wants to meet you, some one very lovely, positively 

I am not pulling your leg " 

“ Really tliis is too much 1 ” the Dtikt; muttered, 
coldly saying out aloud: “ Ih'ar Mis. Omroy Pont, 
you do me great honour, but I am afruid that an ex- 
tremely previous and decidedly prior cngagenuiit ” 

“ It is Miss Ava Lamb who wants to meet you, my 
Hoar Duke. She has just come over to I’.ui .. Dimiir 
is at nine. Thank you, tluuik you. It will hts such 
fun. You wil not have to talk unlessi you want to, 
and you may o to sleep just when you like iw I iiavo 
engaged Mr. C lerry-Marvel to conduct the cotiversatioii 
over dinner. At nine then, my dear Duke." 


V 

The Duke, as he fairly acknowledged to himself tlie 
mommg after Mrs. Omroy Punt's party, inul been 
diverted beyond all expectation by his meeting with 
Miss Lamb. Wliile she, camiour comjadled him to 
admit, hadn’t seemed any less .sensible to the pleasant 
quality of their companion.ship. A beautiful girl, a sen- 
sible girl, with a lively interest in the passing moment 
and a delicious capacity for deriving pleasure from the 
twists in conversation which came st> naturally to the 
Duke but were become, it has to be confessed, a .sh.Me 
familiar to his friends. She hadn’t, he reflected over his 
morning coffee, said anything tliroughout the evening 
that didn’t interest and entertain ; and, »inc.e she hot ! 
come to Europe for the first time but the other day, liad 
amused him vastly with her impreiisiona, which weren't 
by any means all favourable, mnai Mks Lartilj coiife.>.stil 
to a taste for simplicity ; which was very agreeable to 
the Duke, who was also wealthy. 

AH this made very pleasant thinking for the Duke 

154 



The Three-Cornered Moon 

over his morning cofEee ; but had he consulted his 
memory more carefully, it might have emerged tha^ 
hstened with pretty attention the 
while he had talked, the matter of his t^ seldom bein- 
so abstract in nature that she couldn’t entirely grasp it 
by ]ust looking at him. ® ^ 

, What, of course, had instantly impressed him as it 
impre^ed all who knew the Duchess, was the amazing 
resemblance between the sisters ; since the fact that 
twins are very frequently as alike as two peas never 
does seem to prepare people for the likeness between 
the twins they actually meet. Now between Miss Lamb 
and the Duchess of Mall there wasn’t, you dared swear, 
so much as a shadow of difference in grace of line and 
symmetry of feature. But why, as Ava Lamb sensibly 
protested, why on earth should there be or need there 
be or could there be, since Leonora and she had been 
twins as punctually to the second as was possible ? 

A nearer view, however, discovered a deal of differ- 
ence between the sisters : in those small gestures of 
voice, habits of expression, capacity for attention and 
the like, which, so the Duke had warmly said, contribute 
far more than actual looks to mark the difference 
between one woman and another. Nor were they less 
dissimilar in colouring, for whereas both the Duchess 
and Miss Lamb had those small white faces and immense 
blue eyes generally affected by American ladies for 
the conquest of Europe, the Duchess’s hair was of a 
rich and various auburn shaded here to the deep lights 
of Renaissance bronze and there to the glow of B3?zantine 
amber — the Duchess’s hair was, in fact, fair to fairish, 
while Miss Lamb’s was as near black as is proper in 
any one with blue eyes who is without Irish blood. 

In the course of the ball that inevitably followed 
Mrs. Omroy Font’s diimer-party, the Duke had had 
further opportunity of judging ^e differences between 

155 



17 ie Tkree-^i'ornereJ iV/r.f./i 

his wife and her beantifii! And invnnitly lie 

had thought it only fair u* t*!! I aiah iti.it he and 
her sister had dvcuM, for vmIi thoii takes, to break 
their marriage J aud he had tiiought if oitiv fair lu 
himself to point his coiifessittu with a si^th, a sigh wliirh 
he explained, after a sib nee i|une !»»MiiUfu!ly bridged 
by an understanding hnek fiHiu a*, hnng barmi 

from Iiim hy the fact th*it tlitne no lilisustitg sonicj 
women. 

''You miistrrt for a inonimi think/' he*d added 
wretchedly, '' that I am trvittd to^oniist \uui svm|uthy 
against your own sister, lail 
'' Please ! '' Miss Iamb Imd piuirsfint tjuiio unhapiniy 
to that. And here was aiitnhrt ami fin* sweelfst ditfer* 
ence of all between the sisteis, im Miss Lainli's was 
the prettiest Ameriean maaiit tm.iKinaldtn wlietois 
tlie Duchess had Itmg sioi’e ami all tiwi uim|ik;i#'iy 
achieved the cold and ironic umtmiimv ni the iiiotlien 
tongue. 

To be with Ava Lainh, the Duke luid gratefully 
reflected at that moment, was to hi^ik on ii!i the hfauty 
of his wife in atmospheric coiidiihms unilisfiiilna! by 
his wife's sarcastic habit of iiiind. Miss Laiiih hadn’t 
a touch of fnat irony aiel Mijdii^firation which is se 
often mistaken by Aiiieiitaii tadiw im iiiinpem 
culture, she was perfectly fli.it raresl of at! visiton. in 
a bored continent, a frenh and siinplr Aiiirni'an kidy, 
And '' Please 1 " was all she had Mid about b^-r 
sister! But to the young Ihikf that oiu* woid h;wi 
meant so much, forced its it had b*rii at unh.ipjdly 
from her lips, as if half to Hhirld het f«i't hudn against 
the consequences of her folly, half to him fom 

seeing how deeply she diMppiovrit ut ihai and 

wholly and sweetly to stay Ids tioiu 

further into that misgukW sister V itmiiPtri it bad 
■meant so much that he had Irrit ronieiit to wad on 
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ler un<l> rstaiidiiii; t-vi n sli«‘d tinietly added ; 

‘ 01, I unci* i‘ t.uui 

" Bill <in vtiH, il<» yt'U ? ■' he had cried eiujihaticall}’, 
ind idle luui l<‘t sileiiri' {trcscnt hirn arunv with her 
Icep sense; of tiinieislandiiij,;. She had a ddicioiis talent 
or silence. 

•' My 'h‘ar " -it ha<l just .slipiu'd nut of him like that, 
|ui(e naturally, quite woiuierfidly— ■ " if only other 
i'oiiu‘n were like you! Tu uuderstajjd, I mean, just 

0 understand ! “ 

men?" .Miss laimh had dit>j>ped flu; two 
/ords with percept ildi* nnwilltiitjue^wr yet with just a 
otich of detiance, as who should say that she too, (m 
u rare an oecasitni, niu.st for unce s;iy wluit was in 
,er miiiti. 

" Mill? " the Ihike h.ui sitiilefl, lie eouldn’t sonie- 
ow think of tliiH tail, fjeuth- Kid as a woman of the 
iiiie aqe as his wife, .She vvrily <jiiite rharmed him. 
lace or twice, iiuleetl, he eoiihlu't lu'lp hut pity Leonora 
lull for tlie way she h.nl let life so quickly poli.sh her 
eshiiess into that wmldliness which lu*, ftir one, found 

1 unsyiupathetie in Wiiuieii. 

" Mi'll, ,\!i.ss liimh ? Atnl what, if you'll forgive me, 
i» you know of men ? " 

" hnoHKh surely, surely 1 " 

'* Hut that smitids ijuite threatening I Have you, 
li'ii, hunted men in jungles and eaught them, ciiged 
leni, and w»iitchcd them ? " 

"liii*, Duke, wouldn't I, .surely, have Ix'en married 
y now if I knew nofliing tif men'? " 

"(111. well caught 1 But, Miss latmb, you haven't 
lai ril'd prnhiildy just Ix-cause, like all rare people, 
tm're -well, htHtidioua 1“ 

"Oh, I ihm't know I Maylw. Fiwtidioim is a long 
Old, Duke, ami I Mtfcin to havo been waiting a long 

me, »» umylxr ymi'ro right. But I don't know ” 
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" May I say, then, that you’ve hcf'ii \'( i y wise ? So 
much wiser than many quite scnsil ! ■ nifii, so nnicli 
wiser than many beautiful women. I mean, to waii,” 

“ But aren’t we all," she pleaded, " silways waits 
ing ? ” 

“ Some of us, unfortunately,” tlu* Duke said grimly, 
"haven’t. I, Miss Lamb, dhln't wail long eiumgh.” 

" But are you so sure, Duke ? ” She was plmding 
with him. They were alone. The music and tla; dance 
passed behind them. He met her eyes humbly. "Are 
you so sure you've waited long enough -1 nie.-in, my 
friend, for time to bring the he-st out of some one you 
love ? ” 

“But,” he cried wrctche<i!y. "I don't love her! 
That’s just, don’t you see, the awful mistake and pity 
of it all 1 It's not that Leonora ant! I haw (juamdltsi, 
but that we've each ju.st found flu* <sth<?r out.” 

Miss Lamb sighed : " Oh 1 Oh, de.ar 1 And why, 
why ? Way back home I’ve wondered, you know, alxnit 
many things. All this sadne.s.s in lifel It huris (o 
hear this. It hurts me— for y<iu Inuh. Poor, iinor 
Leonora I ” 

The Duke said very earnestly ; " Lo«sk here, don’t 
for a moment tliink that I’m being cruel or airytliiiig 
like that. Believe me, your sister loves me no more 
than she has driven me into loving her. Ilonesl to 
God, Miss Lamb.” 

_ “You say that! But I know her, Duke, My ow 
sister 1 Go to her now, and j'oti will .w, I am ti-llmg 
you to go to Leonora now and yrni will lint! her erving 
for her lost love.” 

"She left me cruelly, completely. I had ilmw 
nothing. She left me, as a matter of fuel, while f wa,s 
^leep. She took herself from my yacht ms - 

look here, as though I was a plague 1 You call ili.it 
caring, Miss Lamb ? I'd rather be hatei! in purgatory 
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than cared for on earth after that fashion Rnt Uf 
us talk of something else. Of you ! » ‘ 

“ Oh, me 1 Just a tourist in Europe 

“ Of your heart, then, in America I You left it 
there ? Now, confess 1 ’’ 

“ Dear no ! I wouldn't have my heart jumped bv 
man or god, not II” J' 

" Bravo, bravo I ” 


“ So my heart’s with me here and now, I thank vou ” 
What, you feel it beating I ” ^ ' 

“ Perhaps. A little.” 

*' Oh 1 " 


" At being in Paris, Duke.” 

" I deserved the snub. Go on, please.” 

_ “ My friend,” she said softly, " the history of my life 
is the history of my dreams. When I was a girl I had 
— oh, such i'eams I " 

" Girls, Miss Lamb, dear, do I And when they grow 
up and marry they use the sharpest pieces of those 
broken dreams to beat their husbands with. Oh, I 
know 1 Every husband in the world is held responsible 
for the accidents that befall the dreams of his wife's 
girlhood 1 Oh, I know I I've been. Miss Lamb dear 
most utterly married." 

" I'm growing afraid of you, Duke. You've a cruel 
tongue I " 

Ava, I wouldn't have you think I'm abusing your 
sister to you. But she certainly was born to be a good 
man's wife, and she's certainly never let me forget why 
she has failed to live up to the promise of her birth." 

" But my dreams weren't at all of knights, cavaliers, 
heroes 1 You bet no I My dreams were just of Paris, 
this lovely, merciless Paris 1 " 

The music and the dance lay in the halls behind 
them. They were alone on the formal terrr-'' 
above the marvellous sweep of the Champs 
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Far down on the M( the foniii.uns ..f flic l'i,„v ,1,. ]-^ 
Concorde hung in tlie lilnc aii Iik<‘ slim mi veil reeds of 
crystal. In the courtyani below tliein a eyiiress-lrce 
stood dark and still, and in its shadow the efUU'iVjge’s wife 
talked in whispers to her lover, h'luiii tin- wide pave- 
ment men looked up at the lighted windows with pale, 
astonished faces. Far up on the light, smrd by lur.g 
processions of lights from all the (oiik ih of the world, 
the Arc de Triomphe stood high ag.iinst the pale spring 
night. Most ma.s.sive of inoiniuieuts, built hijih to the 
god of war upon the blood of a hniitlred hattlelukls, 
upon the bones of uncountable men and hor.ses, nputi 
the anguish of ravished cmmtrii's the mirarulous art 
of men to worship their own misery has laisi’d the 
monument to the Corsican inuideier to he as a dark, 
proud jewel on the brow of the iiiest beautiful ef eitie.s, 
And Ava cried : “ Look, the stais ate fraiiuil in the 
arch I Oh, Duke, look 1 And so the an h is like ;i gate 
into the kingdom of the stars 1 " 

The Duke whispered : “ Don't talk of tlit; stars, 
Ava Lamb! The stars make me think ttf all that is 
impossible.” 

Up and down the broad avetnu* between the lrt>es 
prowled the beasts of the cosmopolitan nip, hi, these 
with two great yellow eyes, tho.st‘ with one small red 
eye closely searching the ground. In the miildie dis- 
tance the Seine shone like a black swtirii, and t he horrihle 
gilt aeatures that adorn the Bridge of Ahwander til. 
were uplifted by the mercy of the night to the digultv 
of fallen archangels driving chariots to the roaiiuest 
of the Heavens. And a three-cornered moon lilted up 
an eyelash from the beau mariier about the i’laee 
Victor Hugo. 

"There's beauty, isn't there," sights! Mis.s Land), 
m the very name of Paris I even when it's said in 
an American accent " 
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Blit, sislff-in-luw. 1 love ymir accent 1 " 

M>% Imw 3 ^»nu huj|:li al me I But , . . Paris, Paris! 
Oli. lovriv iKime for a town bnilt by men 

tuhavi'T' 

Aiul as, over Iiis ct»!lt>4i the next nioming, the young 
Duke rclli/cttul on y^a-^Uunight, he found himself en- 
chaiitetl hy a ga>' iiiciimry. Oh, to be enchanted again, 
to be thrilliMl, be vKuHcd and all, honest to God, 
by ('c>m{Kinituisisij> i What ftin there was in life when 
women didn't |.:iow :;o Ci nifnimdedly familiar with one's 
habits 1 be with Ava I.amt> was to renew all the joy 
hed oiu'e had nf luving his wife, to renew it and to 
incn'Hse it, for wasn't he mnv oldtu* and wdser, wasn't 
be now wise (-nough to appos'iafe <‘nchantrnent ? Why, 
oh, why, wasn't Ins wife likt? this girl, why, since they 
were both alike in so ntnrli, hadn't Leonora a little 
of Ava's warm aiteution and cjtdck imderstanding ? 
And again llo' iHikt . in solace for self-pity, cast back 
to yesternight, how he imd waniUHl to the beautiful 
stranger's love of Palis and had told lier the tale of 
henv i^aris liad come to he called I^aris, and the way of 
that was lliis:-"** 

" la tin* old days, Ava, if I may call you Ava, when 
tlu^ world was small and lire animals enormous, they 
tell how a ytniisg roiifjiieror came out of the dark lands, 
and with lire and sword he came into the smiling land 
of France, Of vtmm* it was not called France then, 
hut you know wtuit I mmh Now that was a great 
and n(d)!e prince, and it was his aistom to rest himself 
afi«‘r the luirmlt of bailie with the worship of art and 
beaut \y whirli ih riel at all the hishion among princes 
imw;Mia\'H, hecitiwf, rif course, we have progressed so 
fat siiK'c llien. Anil » onr prince, when he had killed 
as many nativi,v^ of the conquered country as the honour 
of war cleinaiitiH. eliained the rest with iron chains 
ami pul them to tlic buikling of a mighty city by the 
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River Seine. And wlieti at last the city was build l 
it was far and away the fairest city in the world 
all who saw it instantly admitted under lorturu ’ft 
the young prince hated argiinicnf. ' 

“All went well until fltey rainc to the cliristeuinE 
of the city, when it tnin.s[)ircd that no one had tli 
faintest idea what name to rail it. Here wa,s a to-do! 
Nameless they could ikU leave st> gretit a city vet 
what name would embrace all these marvtds of'ardii 
tecture, how could they call so fair a city hy a„v sucli 
commonplace kind of laitel as Koine, ’jernsahun or 
Wapping? Therefore the youiij,; piinee fell wetnine 
with mortification for that his city jimst remain iirirae- 
less just because it wtis the faiiVst city in the worki' 
when an ancient man rose up in tlit* assembly and said- 
‘This here is not the fattest citv in the world But 
the magic city of Is In the latiti of Brittany has’eot it 
so beat that this looks like a slum l»eside‘it. I haw 
spoken.’ Not that he ever had a thauce to iujain' 
even though it presently was prtn'etl that lutt the 
fairest city in the world couhl U- fairer than Is in 
Brittany, and so the prince made the k-st of a bad 
job and caUed his city the Ktintil to Is, which is Par-K 
which is Paris. Shall we dama; ? “ 

But she said: “No, no! They are iilavine s., 
old-fashioned fox-trot. Beside.s, tme can al4vs d!lure 
there are so many men with whom one can on’ly daure' 
for what have they to talk alxnif ? I>«ke, I did k.ve 
christening of Pans [ Did yyy 

^Now these words had chanced to east a Klmim idiout 

vMe of St. James's tower shall crow thrice at the birth 
of the greatest of tlie Dukes of Mall. And, iiltbou.;h 1 
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say it wlui slHiiil-ln't , fhis very miracle attended the 
[jirtli of him wii<t now slaiuls Iwisule you. And the 
legciiii fintlii'j tolls tliat wlieii tlie f'olciVn cock on St. 
James’s tower ;if-..un trows tlnita: the greatest of the 
Dukes of Mall sii.dl die. Ava, to-ihght I find myself 
in fear of itiy fate. Hiaf which is writtt.'n shall come 
to I'.iss. and mt man inav tli fy the passage of his destiny 
— l't!( t‘t iiij’Jit, .Ava, I am trnulih'd witii a foreboding 
that the set olid crowing of that Imastly cock i.s not far 
distant from this dear mtiment.” 

Very sweidly .she hat! liied to soothe his foreboding, 
bul it w.is hi avy in him and he hatl not listened, .saying : 
"I've in vei hut oiiee hefou* lieen vi'Xixl with this 
de!»rt»;sion, aiiti that wa.H on the night of the day I fell 
in love with hcoiioia l.aiuh." 

" Let iis ilanee,*' she h id s;u<l shyly, but they had 
not (l.nietd vetv etiio\'.ihIv owing to the number of 
the sttnleiils of hospil.iiiiy who were generously sup- 
porting .Mis. thnioy i’otit on so memorable an occasion. 

And thus it was on liie inst night between Miss Ava 
Laini) and the yoimg Itukeof .Mall. 


VI 

Now the Duke had tunml his yacht from Naples 
inetelv to aimise himsi'lf (that is to say, to annoy his 
wife), init i.H it not a fact. a.s Thf Morning Post lately 
asked in refeieuec to our treating with the Soviet 
Reinililie, that it is ikiigerous to play with fire? So 
it liajtjxiirii that the Duke had not been gay of his 
III -w eiiriiaiitnirnt for long l»hirc aO others palled on 
him, ami lie nwoke one morning to recognise tiiat he 
couh! not, try as he would, do without tlie one enchant- 
ment tli.it w.w cidlerl Ava Lamb. Those American 
sisters, Imst this one and then the othar, were fated, it 
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appeared. Id ravisii his inwRituUien to the exclusion 
of the whole race of woiiiaiikiiui. And lie liad alfthe 
more leisuio in wlii.;!i to .•onteiiijrlale his dilemma 
insomuch as Miss Lttnih, ph-adiiu; tlie itnixu'tunity of 
friends, would sometimes not set? him for days at a 
time, “ ' “ 

In the meanwhile tin? Duehess, in London, w!is 
preparinft to petition the eourt.s to release her from her 
unfortunate marriafte ; and after file nsual corre- 
spondence had passed between the lawyers of both 
parties, and the usual evideiiee eollecfed," the maicsly 
of the law pronoumed the nsmil decree', and everv one 
said the usual thiiurs. 

Impatiently the Duke in Paris awaited the, wire 
which would tell him that he was no ioniter the husband 
of Leonora Mall i and when it i',iiut* he tlelayt'd only 
long enough to instruct his valet to tel.'piume his 
London florist.s to s<>nd the ex Duehess a basket of 
flowers before calling on Mi',-, Ava I.amb at her 
hotel. 

However, .she was not at honu'. Tlu' Duke protested. 
Even so, she was not at lutme. The Duke felt rebuked 
for not having cunfonneii to the decencies of divorce 
so far as to wait twenty-four hours ; and in all humility 
he returned the next day. 

However, she was not 'at home. The Duke pleadeil. 
Even .so,_ she was not at home ; for, luir maid said, she 
was TOting before the imlours of the night jouniev to 
Lherbmirg, wlienee she would emhark for New York. 
Ihe. Duke .scarce awaited the end of the astounding 
news. Miss I.aml> was lying down, ('aim and cold, 
she .said 

Mf'hat does this mean, Duke ? How dare you force 
your^lf on me like this ? " ’ 

Fair, tall, intent, the Duke further dared her dis- 
pleasure by raising Iter unwilling hand to his lips, 
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tile umm. motors raced 

across the Place Vcn.lduio. The Duke said;— 

"1 have dared eveiylhinR on this one throw. Ava, 

^ Ss^l'and. sni<l to her maid, " Go," and she, warut. 

The Duke Siiiiled unsteadily, siiying : “Wei!, Ava, 

what have y«ii to say ? ” ^ 

Wlinv slie lay on Imt r.ourh in the dusk, her face 
was lik*^ a (.ale while thnvei. But !a> crnild not see her 
eves lictaust tlu-y wane eloseri. The dress she wore was 
black 'Dir hand that lav outstretched on her black 
dress Was as soft us a t.-mptaihtn, and he .said_: "T 
have a iin|' hu' that hand that h:i.s not its peerjn the 
world. I love vou. Ava, will you marry me? " 

He <ouhl not' se,' her eyes, because they were closed. 
But still the dusk 1 at ked the rmuiigt* to steal the red 
fniiii her mouth, and tin* Duke .siiw that her mouth 
wa.s partetl in a tiueci, s,tti smile, _ 

"Why do you siuth* ? " he whispereil, and he said 
uasicatlily : "I know whv. You do not believe I 
lov'c vtuj, yiui till not iM'lieve I know h<tw to lt»ve, you 
think mt: the sltalltiw, vain hraKi;art that I have shown 
to ycni in the guise of ni.vsclf imtil this moment. But 
I love you, Ava. more than life. I lov« you. Ava, 
with all th- routliful love I had for ymir sister increased 
athotisanaft.1.1 hy the knowledge I now have of myself; 
for it Is hy lovutg that men «>nu; to know themselves 
mol it is by knowing themselves in td! humility that 
men can hivi* witli the rlepth.s oi their hearts. Ava, 1 
do love you terrihly ! Won't you speak, won t you 
&'iv one wool, do you disilain my love so utterly 
that ? Yet 1 can't Idame you, for I have spent my life 
in proving that my love is riespicabk. I liave on 
proud. pitih-«. imidous. ! am soiled. ^va, even 

a fool niav come to know the depths of his folly, and 
who knitw .VI much of desire, dearly beloved, know that 
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I have never loved until this iijfniu'nt. you won’t 
speak? Ava, I did not think moi '.o on "/ noiuis wlien 
in my vanity I first fell under youi' fti-otle i neiianliiient. 
Dear, your silence is destroyirijf .d! id me Imt my 
Won’t you give me even so imieh ,e. .t ipiei ri w-il c;ive 
a beggar, that had he Ijeen auoiher mail in another 
world he might have kissed her hand ” 

Now night had extinguished ail I>n) the last tapers 
of twilight, and in the dark siieuee tlie maid whispered 
to his ear: "Your Grace, she is aslu p." 


VII 

The Duke told his l•h:int'fe^lr oiitsidi Miss Lamb’s 
hotel that he would nut iieetl him ae.aii! that evening, 
he would walk. But he had not wall.id aliove a do/iii 
yards across the Place Venddme, leipndless of his 
direction, regardless of the trahn-. when the hreatlilrss 
voice of his valet detained him. Stoiinilv tiie Duke 
swung about. 

“This telegram,” the valet panted, " v.atne the 
minute after you had hdt tills .iftt (noon, i feared, 
your Grace, it might be inipurliuit, and tm -k the hlierty 
to follow you.” 

The Dukes face paled as he read, ( he leli ,jain was 
from the hall-porter of his tltib in St j mns's Stnel. 
The valet, an old servant, was conceuied .it hi-. 
pale looks; but he was even niofe comet i.ui jit the 
sudden smile that twisted tliem, 

" I hope I did right, your Grace.” 

"Quite right, Martin.” Ami Muidenh- the vniing 
Duke smiled a happy smile. *’ You Imv.- biMua.iit in.' 
this wire at just the right moment, f t.m't, ilmiiit, 
th^k you enough. Meanwhile, old fiiemi, go hark 
and pack. Everything. Wc are for Mall Itwiight. 
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Paris is i»> tij <lie in. For 

pity's saki% Mail in, Innk so -hut go 1” 

^ Mi,s.s Lanih's iiiuul did not atti'iiipt to omccal lior 
surprise at tlw* Uukn's iiuick n'apjicamncu at the door 
af die suite. Hut t he young man‘.s face was so .strangely 
set that she liud luit the iieart to deny him .sight of her 

inistreS'.. 

'Til he,” she ,<ied, " ilisuiisseil I 
Till* Duke sniihu, and ttiayln* he never was so hand- 
some nor HO gay as at th.U uiomeiit. 

The maid siihl; My misliess still sleeps. It is 
when shi' D l!.t|i<y th.d s!w sleeps,” 

‘'Il.ippyi' II make a wum.ia happy, then, to 

sec a nun de.slioyed hv love ? ” 

"It is mole (oiidui i.ihle, youf (irace, to he; loveil 
tlun to love. Hut I kimw uoihing of my inhst ress’s 
heart, I e.ime to lier servu e only the oiher day. Yes, 
she is asleep, And the loom is dark." 

The Duke sud : *' Howl ! This is indeed my lucky 


* 

'■ I leave you, your firm e, And if I am clisinissed ? ” 
"1 eoiiiit’ you ;uH my fiiemd. I do not forget my 
frieiiiis. I.eu've me now.” 


Hut a few minule,s l«*loie ho had left that room 
in a Sturm of r.ij'e. Now, a great iwact; wtus m him. 
He let the mmuu-s pines by, standing there in the soft 
darkness, a man eomlemued to death. His life behind 
him lay like, a soiletl wildernm through which smirked 
and piiouetied an unclean travesty of himiadf. The 
gates of ileath hmkeil to him clean m\i beautiful. He 
dill nut wish his life luid l»een otherwise ; he regretted 


not a minute of wa-ste, not one inconstancy, not one 
fnllv : he iegiTtt<«f not a strand tliat had gone to the 
making of the rniul silly tapestry of his life, he glad 
that all iuitl Im'wi as it liatl ten so that he could now 
be as he wiis, a imm who understood lumseu and 
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could die with a heart clcaiisi d uf folly .hkI sacred to 
love. 

To the windows of the tjuiet, dark room rose tlie 
chatter of the lounging trafhc of !iu' I'Uce Vendome 
The Duke listened, ami sniilcil. Miowu eyes and 
scarlet lips, blue eyes and scurlet Iip.s, black hair and 
golden hair and tawny hair. ia/,v smile and merry smile 
and greedy smile and bored .smile, littk- breathless 
laughs, little meaningless laughs, and sb.arp cries of 
pleasure, dresses of Cluinel, I’af<H!, V’'iomiet, Molyneux 
—round and round the i'lace Veuddme they went 
like automata on a hejewelhui merry go-rmuid. And 
the Duke saw him.self sitting in moti'ir-ear.s finst beside 
one and then beside another, talking, talking, whispering 
sighing, yawning. ... » . 

As the minutes passed lii.s sight Ix'gan to dlslinguisli 
the objects in the room. On a table .some roses were 
fainting in a bowl. He made ohedsance jind kissed a 
rose, for kissing a rose will eleau a man's lips. Then he 
knelt beside tlic still figure on the etmeh and he kissed 
her mouth. 


" Oh 1 ’’ she cried, and site eiit li ; " You thief 1 " 
He said : " Your voice is so cold thtd ire would seem 
like fire beside it. But I don't care." And again' he 
kissed her mouth. Then he said : " Your lips are 
burning. That is very odd. Tt'ttur voice is very cold 
but your lips axe burning. N<m’ why is tlnit ? " ’ 

For sliame, she whisixrred. " Tht'y tire burning 
for shame that you are so little of a nnin." 

He laughed. Ins lips by her ear. " Helov.-d, do you 
tok I would die without kitwitig j our lips ? Honestlv, 
beloved, could you expect it ? ** 

!««■ ‘He pale mask 
of her face and the shmmg. savage i>oul,s of her eyes, 

vefy^tm^^*^ 
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Die ? whisprft'd. 

lit* wemlfl IsAv.*, Iiuf.fliril hut lie fancied that 

'maybe teo niiieh laiedMt i w^^v.Ul nut Krame his situa- 
tion, wniiid Inavadu, But he would have 

liked tu shear I - r wa,s lia|i|'»y, atul w'hy he was happy. 
,A vain oiain he: Inwi i'vaIwI that he was contemptible ; 
tluteferi* it was gt*oii to die. Loving as he had never 
luveii liv was milnved ; theudoro it was good 

to die. 

He told lioi how lo' bad Been warned that the cock 
on St. jaiin'jds fouei ha I eiowetl thrke that dawn. 
And tiwn hr was aiiia/ed. fui a ?4 lie made to rise he 
conlii not. Hr nir*! out tus woudeis 

She said ^ ** Ite sHlI ! 

Hr cHtd out liis sh-.fsiil. 

Site wltiH|H'i«d : “ Ho siiU 1 

Her anil w.is liphi aboiO hH shoulder^ and that 
was wh\ his happiiio'.H had h*ft lum like a startled 
bird. He. suhlril : " t fold, fur irity's sake 1 It's too 
date now, Let tin* die in pfsire. To have died without 
your love was bles^willy ea:'-»>n A moment ago I was 
happvd' 

Die ! You I *' And, m she mocked him thus the 
cold irony of t!u‘ tdiyjisli tongue tore ai^dde the veil 
ot die Amriiraii amiii, and wlieri the Duke stared 
into her i*vc*s lie had leapt up and run away for 
shanif* litii that her atm w%xh still tight about his 
slinllldti. 

‘’Yon, i.roiima, you! And io you have revenged 
ycnirs'idf ! '* 

Sh«‘ whispii'rd : lit* slill f ** 

And ;i‘i lie imule to tour himself away» she said,: 

Yeii, I wantnl to hr rrwiiged, 1 wanted jou to fall 
dn love with 1111% I wiifilitl you to Iwk a fool 

•^Theii you must he very mnimh Leonora! .Let 
me go now/' 
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“ Let you go ? " slie oiit <1. ’• l.t t ytm go ( 
you mad I " 

“Ob, God,” be said pitifully, *’ \Uiai is this neu 
mockery I ” 

“You sec," she siglird, “!\c iiuac and Men in 
love with you again! I'liat i.ni.i tii,> ttigeol 

my joke, doesn't it ? OIj 1 .M.isituili.,! , I have 
waited to love you as. 1 luve you now ever siucr 1 married 
you four years ago. Kti! yim lU iii would kt me 
Be honest, sweet — would you «-vri l< t mf love v«u| 
You were always the wothl'H il.ulii,.;. fh,. iniiiimit 
and dashing and wealthy iHike ot y.iil .lud } y„yj 
Amerioin wife I Itading, wh.it a h.i ,,f tiiiuhiy'yu^ 
give those who love you! 1 b.ul t,, j,,, through 

all the bother of divoicitig v»>u to in.ike vou low, nie 
and now I sujipose 1 must go ilui.tigh all the bother 
of marrying you a,>;.iiu bee.uiM- you've m.ule me love 
you ** 

Oh, but listen I *’ he iiiadr lo {suifest, 

“ I certainly won't ! " sit.- i rinj. “ I tn«.st &w, 
though, that you've made tuve to me divinely these 
last few months, and tliv n-.d Ai.i would have fallen 
for you, Im sure, if she hadn't l«i ii in tlalifuniia all 
this whUe. I dyed my ban a liitb . hut the oiilv real 
difference between me and >nnr wife w.ls that I listened 
to you while you talked jdMim yotiiMlf. Darling, ■' 
said she, kiss me, eki* lu«w nliall I know that we are 
engaged to be married ? " 


He ^id desperately ; " Ijptmou, wdmt are you 

sa;^ng I Do you forget that I a«i to die ? *' 

Not you, not you ! You may Iw divniied for flie 
time being, poor Maximilnui. hut yuu'te le.t iieiuly 

ntywlf this iiiitfitirig from 

2 

IS dead I Long live the Ihikv nf M.dl I " 
heonora, I can’t bear this happiuoss ! ” 


m 



The Three-Cornered Moon 

"Rut yt'ti imist l(‘iira to |Hit up with it, sweet!” 

'* Lconoui, linw divine it is to be in love I I love 

you, ! *' 

'*U}\ licw tins Pn'ilWi i^uy mndcs a poor American 
girl 1 

** I'kit, LrciiKaa, I atlnro ycni ! 

‘*\Vuii!s, words. Winds I Whereas, sweet, a little 
aetiou wunhl n<»t ccniie Yen might, for instance, 

kisuS m<*. tanv Fn* leiiged to he kissed by yon 

the.se hi‘.t w iiitmtlis ! Max darling, phrase kiss me 
at eiirt* I I ii-.NUie yuii it is qtiiu; usual between engaged 
collides/* 

Ac'i/7\ 77ic Liyfhi c/ iht Ih^kfilcm of Mall may not 
fmi ii fidt oir<e.iir/ aj vuipf^i h the fact {only 

mrciiy fmifiied uui lo ikr aaihi^p) ihai the weather vane 
on ihr iiaetr if Si, l^aiace is adorned not by a 

golden uuk imi ly a gvlden afrme. I hit Jm*e we not been 
witre^J in Itfirn ej gjdJ, iiiai shall lust m long as man- 
Mnu iiihs, nei in put anr faith in the word of Princes ? 
The iiifikif don al! venture to suggest that the 

s&nw must undouldfiiiy apply edso io the word of Dakes, 
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Revolting Doom 

of 

A Gentleman 
who would not 
Dance 
with his 
mfe 


i 

HERE is a tal<' that is in I.oiubn, and 
maybe it is told also in the sahm td Ni w 
York and upon the Boulevards of Baris, 
how one night a nightingale .sang in Berkeley 
Square and how that song was of a ilouhlful 
character calculated to provoke disortler in households 
brought up in the fear of ChKl Mmlh*ss to sav. there 
are not wanting those who will have it that no iiiglitin- 
gale could have done such a tiling, nor lias the tiieanness 
of envy ever been so clearly shown a.H by those who 
have suborned certain binl-fanciers into declaring that 
the nightingale is a bird notably averse from singing 
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in squares and that the legend shouid therefore 
be deleted from the folk-tales of Mayfair. But, however 
that may be, the song of the nightingale is far from 
being the burden of this tale, which has to do in a 
general way with a plague of owls, in a particular way 
with one owl, and in a most particular w’-ay with the 
revolting doom of a gentleman who would not dance 
with his wife. Many will hold, in extenuation of his 
disagreeable attitude, that he could not dance. But 
could he not have taken a lesson or two ? 

Now of the many and divers people who saw the 
owls in flight, we need mention only policemen, states- 
men, 'bus-drivers, noblemen, Colonials, and hawkers, 
to be convinced of the truth of what they one and all 
say, how in the gloom of a certain summer's twilight 
not long ago there flew a plague of owls across Trafalgar 
Square towards the polite heights of Hampstead Healh. 
Maybe no^ one would have remarked them, for the 
strjmge^ cries and bootings with which they adorned 
their flight were not discordant with the noises of the 
town, had not the pigeons that play about Lord Nelson's 
monument fled before them with affrighted coos ; and 
in such an extremity of terror were the timid creatures 
that very few were ever seen in those parts again, 
which is a sad thing to relate. 

Nor can any man speak with any certainty as to 
the exact ' number of the owls, for the twilight was 
deep and the phenomenon sudden, but one and all 
need no encouragement to vouch for their prodigious 
multitude ; while the fact that they appeared to be 
flying from the direction of Whitehall at the impulse 
of a peculiar indignation has given rise among the lower 
people to a superstition of the sort that is perhaps 
pardonable in those who have not had the benefits of 
a public-school education. These simples declare that 
the owls, for long peacefully asleep within the gloomy 
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recesses mirecognisable to the feathered intelligence 
as the anstere House of Lords, had been startled from 
their rest by the activities of the new Labour Govern- 
ment as revealed in that patrician place by the agile 
incendiarism of my Lords Haldane and Pamioor, and 
had in one body fled forth to seek a land wherein a 
Conservative Government would afiord them the lulling 
qualities necessary for their rest. 

The serious historian, however, is concerned only 
with facts. The plague of owls fled no one knows 
whither, although superstition points to Italy. But 
this much is known, that whilst crossing the brilliant 
centre of Piccadilly Circus one among them swooped 
down from the twilight and perched on the left wing 
of the figure of Eros * ; which, presented to the nation 
by one of the Earls of Shaftesbury, adorns the head of 
the charming fountain where old women will sell pretty 
flowers to any one who will buy, roses in summer and 
roses in winter, roses by day and roses by night, or 
maybe a bunch of violets for a young lady, a gardenia 
for a gentleman of the mode. 

Now' why that one owl separated itself from its 
felloivs for no other apparent reason than to perch 
on the left wing of Lord Shaftesbury's Eros has 
hitherto been a mptery to the man in the street, 
who was at the time present in considerable num- 
bers, reading The Evening News and discussing 
the probable circulation the next morning of The 
Daily Mail The owl rested on its perch most 
siientiy: nor did it once give the least sign of any 


a ^ publication of this tale in 

0/ femoved from Piccadilly 

was supposed that, to effect this removal 

^ ^ London County Council by 
^ whose name, alJ, 
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pcrturl'iition at tin din of th<; marching hosts of 
Picaidilly ('iruis, .u«,l liuH for the space of one hour 
and ciKl'iini miinilcs: wlii'ii it licwted thrice with 
innrvelinus dc'-Hir ainl Ilfd. to be lost almost on the 
instant ariKnig llu; I'dry sli.i<ii»ws of the Regent’s Palace 
Hotel. 

It has to h<‘ fold that the cry of the owl on the 
fountaiu serviil llnre |iui po;;f.s, which the historian 
can hfst arraiipi' in a-a riiduti; degnes of abomination 
with the help of the irtters a, h, and c: (a) it struck 
such iiuTor into the vit.vis of an inolIensir’'e yotmg 
gcntleiiian (tf the name of Ibum that he has never 
been tl.e same lu.m r.tiirc ; {h\ it was the death-knell of 
a gentle and beautdid luiv ; aiwl (r) the herald of 
approaching dooni to n Imd. May tiny rest in peace, 
for we are all of us uiiwraMf sinners and only very 
few of us are alluwe*! to get :iway with it. 


II 

In the ditiinK touin of a great house in Carlton House 
Terraet! three pristtiw s;tt at meat. They made, against 
the spacii'us siinplicitirs of great wealth and good 
ttLsie. :in ausleie pirfnrc in black and white. Reading 
from left to right they were iny lotd the Marquess of 
Vest, liis delightful *lady, and Mr. Dunn, private- 
semdary to my lortl. 

'rhcy'made a sileitt cnmp:uiy. Lord Vest was never 
nf a veiv talkative httWt : my lady was always very 
genllc, mid dill her Inst to please him on all occasions; 
while Mr. Dunn’s tlutiia did not embrace speaking 
unless he wits !*|)ukei} to, 

I'ight outdlw in taU owdlesticks of ancient silver 
played their timid light upon the polished surface of 
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the wide table ; and in the calm air of the sum 
evening the flames of the candles were so still th; 
fanciful eye might have charged them with the hei 
of flowers of tvdiight. Yoimg Mr. Dunn's was a fain 
eye, but to him they appeared to be as poppies of 
night ; for the poppy is an evil flower. 

The curtains were not drawn across the wind< 
that Lord Vest might lose nothing of the sweet evei 
air, which he always held to be good for him unt 
gave him a cold in the head. Over his emploj 
shoulder Mr. Dunn could see the lights of the ] 
glowing against the dark tapestry of St. James's P 
To the left, twilight draped the Horse Guards and 
great buildings of Government, whence, had Mr. D 
only knowm, the owls were at that moment fleeing 
their ominous business. To the right, night fox 
with day for the honour of shrouding the palace of 
King of England, who is also Emperor of India 
Protector of the Faith, which some people nowac 
seem inclined to forget. Great automobiles w< 
every now and then pass to and fro between the m 
trees that delight those who have the leisure to v 
about the avenue of the Mail. 

Mr. Dunn would have found it, at that mom 
very agreeable to be walking about the avenue of 
Mail. Mr. Dunn would, in point of fact, have pai 
with money to exchange places with the mea 3 
walker in London ; for the situation of private“Secre1 
to a lord is not always what the well-informed ca 
sinecure. Mr. Dunn was just thinking how nic< 
would be to have a sinecure, whatever it might 
when the second butler winked at him. The sec 
butler thought the whole aflair very funny, and 
silence very funny indeed. The second butler thou 
e mew everything. Mr. Dunn made a mental r 
to the efiect that he must not forget, immediately a 
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diinior, t<i t<‘ll tlii- stvtiud Initli-r that iw* was an ass. 
Tliat is if h(‘, Ml. Muiuj, was alive. 

Now as Inr Lord Vest, much li.is bfca written of 
tlui early “f pmodni ami ill-fated 

noblemaii that it winiUi Li‘ impMt incut, at fhi.'J hour, 
to itivc more than a hinad outliitu of his life. Mr. 
Tu.stini.iii Lant w.is an .\uMtraliaii (<<'nt!cTiia!i of gr<‘at 
fortune who hnd in llic fnist <ici:i«lc hccii raisiai to a 
baruiK'tcy (Sit .!ii4iiu;iu i‘.int. Hart.), a haioay (Luril 
I’ant of Wail'ovs, in the nniuf of lIiiiuinKtlonslnrc). 
a viwoiintv (Vmi’oiiut Lint ul VVnrknsK an carkkon 
(till' L;ir! of Cowden, in tin fount y of Sukscv), jmd a 
inaMi'ht'Olo (the NLunn of \fst, in the (aniuty of 
Cornw.ill) for servifts ‘o lUo Slate. Tin; bulletin 
iiniionix inK his lust cj.tiohlcmcnl had hfcn wclconicd 
by all iMij-land with even aitjiearunce of iilea-sure and 
gialifieation : that is. if one can judgr hy the news- 
pajicrs of the liuv* » as, of course, oni* can. Fhc mere 
fart that theh.oouyuf Wuihoys, thcisirldoin of f'owden, 
iuii! the maiqnisate of V.st, were welcomed far other- 
wise hy the ne\vs|'U|i* Is of .Austr.ilia nnve. the euvioiis 
grounds for s;i\'iiiK that the ut'vvsjiapers of luigland 
wriv iirrjiidin.i in the great innns favoui for the 
reason th.it he owned most of them, wUii h is t antarnoiint 
to saying that the ghuious pn-s.s of luiglaiid is not f^, 
an insinuation that o«e ranuot deign to answer but 
with a dinnilied silcnre. _ . 

Of the early uftivilie.s in Australia of Justinian Pwt 
little of a tfefinite nature is known. The Australia! 
papers, at the time of Mr. Pant’s first elevation to the 
prorage, weie rife with information on the subjert, 
htit thf^ voict* itiivy is ever lour! i tnd one# an AdeMde 
suinriv Icinnitil, wiis ftr lacking in tlw respect due 
Ui the i«0flu*r*f«iintry rts iu belittle the English peerage 
by saying that the lord in question would no doubt 
make a wry gocMl lord^ as lords go.| but only so long 
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as he did not go back to Anslralia, re iluic was a 
warrant out for his arrest on a rhmgc (,f •*, mv hrnm 
while employed as a bell f«iv in a i n..: i l amiiy 
Hotel in Melbourne. 

The tale of this man’s veninre nn [.niultin rnay 
entertain the curious and insjnre the amhijioas, {(ir 
it tells how one evening lift.i'ii y.-ats agtt jti.sti'ni;m 
Pant stood in Pkeadilly rime., vntnhuiig wliat lie 
would do next. Siarvalhtit w,is mdirand, for in his 
pocket there was only one pi Jt*iv. Ain! he was abnut 
to send up a prayer to tioii ti t yiiidame wlim he w;is 
distracted by falling iuftt ronvi [-.af mu with im tihi 
native of the Circu.s, from wheni hr w.is anmzn! to 
learn that the old man li.id I ’ijn iird his miniiij; ami 
had been awaiting him for .vaijr lime with unpatii iico. 

Mr. Pant wms not yet a niastd of men and mnid 
therefore afford to .show snipii-a*. wlinh he did after 
the Colonial mamuT hy .sweaiing ilnough his no.*t(* and 
whistling between hi.s teelli, \\ h. u upnii the aneimt 
man confe.ssed to being a s<.,,(hs4\rr am! told how it 
had been revealed to him in a die.tm that a ymmg 
man with a face similar in evuy .!i f.ul to the face of 
Mr. Pant, which was of a soun wh.ii imusual sliaiH*. 
would one night rtnne into Pi-cidiliv < imis from 
Australia and give him. the m.oiIis.iv« r, the sum of 
one pound in cash, and how fium ih.it iiminfnt tlic 
Australian would rise with t. mtuk.ihir velocity to he 
the greatest Force in England, 

Justinian Pant wms nert tmwilling to l»c a Forrp, 
and asked eagerly for more precise iiiformalion m to 
the steps to be taken; adiiitig tho he had tndy one 
penny on him, but would be ple.wii to ttwe the old 
gentleman the small sum of rmictwn shillings and 
elevenpence. 

arfi'wtise- 

mraits, said the ancient man, for he eanietl Itia living 
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by the salt*, of (‘voninf.; 'pajx-rs. And wliilst the Australian 
reluctaiiflv exriiaiiifd his htst penny for an evening- 
paper, the nil! hiii>ths:iyer siKit into the gutter and said 
harshly;--" 

“ {uHtiiiian Paul, you will lit! a I'orce. You will 
be a N.'ipnlettii. Voii will be a lord. You will make 
wars, initnuke i’arii.unenfs, sliuHlo Cabinets, and re- 
shullie Cabinets. You will Iw the first person in the 
world to liiscover how to make llie maxinimn amount 
of innnin’ out of the execution of a murdr-rer.^ You 
will give’ away y“ur dearest binids on all oerasions of 
possible protii, while standing by tliem through thick 
and thin when nothing is to Ik* gained by standiuj; 
aiiywtiere el*'. Yiwi will !h* as a thorn in the sides of 
upright men. and as a bastinado ujkmi the iKihinds of 
tlio.se win) are down. You will lx; sucee.ssftil in all 
things; Ju«l honours shall shower upon you like gold 
on a commen ial travelirf selling lieer by the yaitl. 
Yon will marry a lady of qiality, and be an honorary 
meinlKT of the most exclusive night-elubs. You will 
love your wife, affei your fxshion. You will be je;dou.s 
of her, aft(‘r your fashion. Ami you will forget to pay 
me the sum of nhirtwii shillings anil elevenpence which 
yon owe me. I'or that reason, as also k-cause till things 
rmist have an end, whether it is tlie might of Empires 
or thekinelldal effeets of aiohohol— s'ven, Justinian Pant, 
as the first news of your high destitiy comes to you in 
Piiradiliy Circus, w the first knell of your awful doom 
will be cried by a bird of wis« omen that wiU pcrcli 
on the left wing of the Eros on the fountain over 
yonder. So it ia written. I have spoken.” And the 
ancient man disappewed among the crowds by the 
Underground Station, leaving Justinian Pant to gape 
at a copy of tlw evening-paiJer of the night before 

l8St* . « ■ , 

Nor did the contents of the days that followed put 
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an end to his astonishment, far ;is if was witten, so 
it hapjxrned, even to the lady of <[n;dity for a wife 
whom Lord Vest lov(‘<i viul(*ntly. Young Mr. DumJ 
appears, however, to have b‘en an aftorthonglit in the 
nobleman’s destiny. How murh ratlier young Mr. 
Dunn hud remained for ever unfhouf'ht of ! But it is 
written that every rhmd i.s full of r:un urni it is no use 
crying into spilled milk when you have a hmulkerchiof. 


in 

The silence was uniuivim>; the young p^ivat^ 
secretary; and he was trvitig, with the utmost care, 
to peel a nut before he rcalisui that one tloes not and 
cannot p<iel a nut. The second hiitler w;i,s vulgar enough 
to wink at him again, The sen aid hutler was a low 
fellow who had Im-ch at Kton with Mr. Dunn and 
despised Mr. Dunn for not having gone up in the 
world. 

At last Lady Ve.st nuidi* to rise from the tafile, and 
spoke for the first lime since she hiui .sat thmn. 

" I will leave you," said she, " to your coffee." 

"You will stay," said my hmi, "exatrtly where vou 
are." And he smiled in an unphmiiit way all his mm 
which showed his false teeth, and at sight 'of which the 
menials at once left the r««tni. Another long and 
heavy silence fell, so that Mr. Dmui runst'd the day he 
was born. Outskie, night had fallen. 

"I am to gather," said Lord Vest, with a smile to 
his wife, " that this Dunn person is your lover ? " 

The young private-secretary put down his unjx-elcd 
nut. He was afraid, but was he not a gentleman? 
Mr. Dunn was a cadet of a nohle hut impoverished 
house; and it was not in vain that he Iiad spent 
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nixie years at Eton and Oxford to no other end 
than to know the difference between a cad and a 
gentleman. 

"Look here, sir/* said Mr. Dnnn, "that's a bit 
much. I mean, it's going too far. I'll stand a good 
deal and all that, but I wiU not stand for a lady teing 
insulted before my face. You wiU receive my resigna- 
tion in the morning, Lord Vest. In the meanwhile, 
I'm off." 

Mr. Dunn was undeniably furious. The Napoleon of 
the Press was not, however, without a sense of humour ; 
so, at least, his papers would now and then confess 
rather shyly, hinting that the manly laughter of Lord 
Vest must come as a solace to God for the press of 
His business elsewhere that compelled Him to give 
Lord Vest the vice-royalty of this earth. He laughed 
now. He laughed alone. 

" Gently, Mr. Dunn, gently 1 " he laughed, and his 
voice was of a courteous balance surprising in one 
of his rugged appearance ; nor had he any trace of 
that accent which by ordinary adorns the speech of 
our Australian cousins. " That you win be leaving 
my employment more or less at once," he continued 
playfully, "is, I am afraid, self-evident. And that 
you will find any other employment in England in the 
course of, I hope, a long life, is exceedingly improbable, 
for I shaU make it my business, Mr. Dunn, to have you 
hounded out of the country ; and I have, I need 
scarcely remind you, more experience of hounding 
people out of countries than perhaps any other man 
in England. But I don't think, Mr. Dunn, that I can 
aUow you to leave this house for another half an hour 
or so. For I have something to say to you." And Lord 
Vest smiled at Mr. Dunn. He was a much bigger 
than Mr. Dunn, and he was between Mr. Dunn and the 
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*' Anil 1 sliwiitcd T.or<i Vest, " insist on your staying 
wlioic rt'ii nn; ; ami would advise Mr. Dunn to do the 
same. 1 *• ' you understand ? And you, my good young 
num ? " 

Mr. Pinm rould not help but pretend to understand, 
while awaiting developments. He was dismayed by 
the violence of dislike on the nobleman’s colonial face 
(IS he tiinuni it to his wife, the gentle lady, a picture 
of tint raced iiimtcence, of appaUed decorum, her great 
blue eyes swi-pt with astonished distaste, her sweet 
sad lacr- whit<! with sudden fear. For my Lord Vest 
was not smiling now. 

Mt . Dtnm revi'nlctl at the inquiry which later sat on 
tlioie atfairs th;it it wtis at that moment he first realised 
that his lordship wms mad. But his madness, said 
Mr. Diitm, woie so state, so coherent a habit, that a 
chap couldn't hut mistrust his fleeting, if well-grounded, 
smipifiou laid even in tlie very second of his dashing 
fiuiiticidly piLst la»rd Vest to the door, which the second 
hutlcr, being conveniently situated nearby in a curved 
|Hoiti«iii, held clost'd for him on the outside whfle he 
iii.idn his escape from the house, you couldn’t be 
ceit.iiii. said Mr. Dunn, whether the nobleman’s roar of 
h.tillct! rtige wits not more than that of one cheated of the 
eiiu-rtiunment of a repulsive jest than that of a chap 
imirlilird to the point of lunacy. For his employer, 
siiid Mi. Duim warmly, was ever a gentieman with a 
[lartiulity for making jests of a kind which, Mr. Dunn 
iiuHgiiantly supposed, might be considered laughter- 
piiivoking on the Australian veldt, bush, or praine, 
but were certainly not the thing in England. 

riu! plain truth of the matter is, as you ^ ^ 
when fdiurn of Mr. Dunn’s naive observations, that Mr 
Duiui till tied toil and fled. In the graphic words of 
Ijird Taiiyon, who was among the Commission oi 
Peer* who sat to inquire into the Vest affair, Mr. Dunn, 
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awaiting his opportunity with an eagerness worthy of 
a braver purpose, jumped up from his chair like a 
scalded cat and, muttering something about a dog, 
ran out of that house like a bat out of hell. 


IV 


He was, however, no sooner out of the house, the 
lofty stone hall of which had always impressed Mr. 
Dunn’s fanciful eye as being like a " holocaust '' — by 
which he meant “mausoleum/' for Mr. Dunn had. 
received the education proper to an English gentleman, 
and one can't know everything — when he was sensible 
of a peculiar, unhomely feeling within his person ; 
which he not long in recognising as the prickings 
of his conscience, a disorder by which he was seldom 
assailed, for Mr. Dunn was a good young man. 

His thoughts, never profound but frequently vivid, 
quickly passed beyond his control. He thought of the 
lady on whom he had brought such cruel discomfiture. 
He saw her again as she sat at the table, her great 
blue eyes swept with astonished distaste, her sweet, 
sad face white with sudden fear, whilst her husband 
sneered at her exquisite breeding as though all the 
^ven devils were dancing on his poisoned antipodean 
tongue. 


God," frantically thought Mr. Dunn, 
about absolutely nothing I " 

^ frankly, and once and for 

T absolutely nothing between Mr. 

a^and Udy V^t. Mr. Dunn was a man of honour. 
fsQtiriir, ® was a lady of noble birth, and 

the idea of the smallest 
infidelity must necessarily be repeUent to a d^ree far 
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beyond tln‘ uii(i<'rst;uiiUug i>f those society- 

novelists wlui wiito w ulxtul the state oi 

inconstani y prev.tifut ainouf? {♦coplc nf condition. 

Amcii/' ini' d habits, Ititvvever, lady Vest 

luid always inrh idl'd, nuti! her Jiiarriage to Lord Vest, 
the iiHil'fensivf ihMi.n iii<n of daiieiiif', at which she was 
notably gnuihil, But U>ni Vr.st had revealed, on the 
veiy night of ids in.uriaite, tin* fact tltat he could not 
thmce ; luul rxi'u.s**d his tlisgastiiig reticence on that 
point until it was too lati- for her to eluinge her mind 
on the groimd of ids love foi her ; whieh wtis so great, 
lie had (iiotested, that lie did not ktiow what he would 
do shimlil hi* evet dtst over li«'i datiring with any man ; 
adding ilsat iii the ftetixy of Mu it a tliscovery he would 
not tare to take hnig twhls again.st (he probability of 
his strangling Inu ; wt tlaik were the obsessions that 
clmuhsl tile Au.tnilian mtbh in.in's mind. 

Until the m-eiif engagement of Mr. Dunn as his 
lortLship's jniv.ite seeretaiy, laidy Vest had not so 
much as wavernt from the letter of her promise to her 
hnsbantl, that she wotild dance nevermore. But 
chancing one aftetiMHin <»n Mr. Dunn in the neighbour- 
luiod of Ikirid Sttetd, tuid Mr. Dunn happtming to say 
that he was partial to dimcing, lady Vest had, as 
though in a flash, rtsditK'd the nairow tyranny of her 
liu.sh.uid’8 prohibition, atul hiul accediHl to Mr. Dunn’s 
rwnjcst that she shottld tsdte a turn with him round 
the tliHir of .a nrighlwmring dance-dub. 

The path of temptation » sweet to tread, and the 
air alsiut if is fragrtmt with the lovely scents of for- 
bidden flowers, Never once did lady Vest and Mr. Dunn 
waver fioin the exercise td those formalities that are 
bnd itt the hone of the county families of England 
and come as nutwidly to the meanest cadet oL the 
liuuk-d gentry as writing good plays to a dramatic critic ; 
she was ever Laily Vt«t to him, lie Mr. Drum to her ; 
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but insensibly they fell the habit uf tiancing a 
while every afternoon (except, of ceurse, on Sundays), 
and had come to no harm what set 'vei'. Imt had rather 
gained in the way of exercise, had it not been for the 
fact that the monstrous suspicions of my lord were 
never at rest. 

For, to their indignsmt amaz<‘nicnt. Lord Vest had 
informed them just before dinner on the night we tell 
of, that he had for some time piust been having his 
lady watched by detect ivt!s ; that lu^ w;us fully in- 
formed of their goings-rrn ; and was now awaiting 
dimer with some impationct;, fui after dinner he was 
prepared, he said, to be ver>' interestetl to lu'ar what 
steps they, his lady and Mr. Dunn, were going to take 
about it. 

And it was at that moment Indore rlimier that Mr. 
Dnnn had first decided that he. for his part, would 
prefer to take steps of a piirely material nature, and 
those in a direction opposite from ainy that Lord Vest 
might be treading at tluit mnnnmt.' N<»r was he in 
any way weakened in his decision when Lord Vest, 
whilst pressing on Mr. Dunn a secouii <-ockfiul-~so that, 
said iny lord, Mr. Dunn .should have no exeiise for not 
mjoying a dinner that })rami.sed t<» l>e very entertaining 
in the way of table-talk, in which Mr. Dunn as a rule 
excelled— related how he had that afternoon suborned 
the saxophone-player in the orchestra of the dance- 
club into allowing liim, his lordship, to tak<f the man’s 
place; and therefore had had, whilst enutfing to the 
best of his ability those scr<-ums and noises that are 
expected of a saxophone-player, an imrivalh'd oppor- 
tunity of judging whether his lady jmd Mr, Dunn were 
proficient in those offensive irregularities of the legs, 
hips, and teeth which, said my loid cruddy, were 
dignified with the name of dancing. 

Mr. Dunn had then sworn at his luck, which never 
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Kd t)t» this afternoon of aU he 

1 I - !.*.n tli«‘ lil><'rtv to introiltire utdy Vest to certain 

Ltt'iis tue Americas; 

1 hi> ln<l ii“ fioiiht hut that the instruction of those 
(IfUi’litful ami original inovenwnts might have 
« iiTd f« nue l>la>-ing the Kixophone in a hostile 
tome of’niin.l. cmiiaonasing to a dogate _ 
g eh thotiRhts stH tlmst:, iH-fore ami during dinner, 
had cuulinm'd Mi. Ihnm in his dodsion to take the 
T ■ ■ihc-ulv K-ferretl to at the earhest possible moment. 
Nirran we reallv hlatm- the _ young g^tleman ; 
Z oecasion was' ih-ridedly donu stic : Mr. Dunn 
P „ false jKwition, ami the th-graded mentality 

S his loidship was m-vei less amenable to polite argu- 

[^.[11 than oil that fateful night- +1, + i + 

Yet now that he had taken thein, now that he stood 
benea h tin- tre. s on the other side of Carlton Hou^ 
Ti'nare and stareil at the great house from which he 
hi Unit a moment Ix-fote Hed like a poltroon, he d^- 
Z-nd withm himself a profound repu^ance for 
his Ml Dunn's, jm-isoii. Ihi: picture of the gentle 
wV , „ in hL ,«Lrl«Wy for th. latest 

^ ill ilaiicinK had brought this discomfiture, 

rcT™ to il ; n.c wm.1. of his to^ip ^ 

bv n..l tlwiiRl.l Mt. Ihnm. 

; md, with face and determin^ 

mind, he wsus again upprouebing the 

diKiiH were flmiK ofion and the second butler, 

Sh l»k rw“ot.l tat on his low face was 
Uoiloi lortli hy Lora Vest into the night. Mr. min 

fletl. 
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hr ! " paid Mr. f)unn. '' An 
:iii f Tiiere's nevn been an owl 

SVTvIl /' 

*‘See " crirdi b.a,d\ Vest, vvifli a stranye exj-atatioii, 
**S(^e. It is sisiini: at ns.! Mr. Dunn, do you know 
wliat'ftnil owl, a bin! of wis(‘ oinni. rnents ? tan you 
imagine, Mr. Dunn! It means the doom of rny lord. 

And wIki! li tfooiri ! ' . , » 

■ ' Ml. Dunn, starting back 

\-nu h.ave.nh. you haven't 


,iiioke ■ 
l.a 


sud 

Vrrt 


And site held him by the 
!!Is eVT’s with. sv¥e.et, sad dignity, 
tliein |Kisr.e<l tlie gay cnavds that 
Pirrsulillv Circus, and the electric 
1 the scene wills a fest.ive glamour ; 
«'.iwl: stir ir<'un its station sni the 


" Holy 
from lier 
kib " 

'* Listen. M's . 1 kmn 1 
arm, looking iiito 
whilst .ill a!v*'U! 
love to ^ 

adverli'-einent p nl 
nor nvoT d;'.i flir^ 

fount a. iu. ^ , ,, 

^'l.spfi'in At! Du^uD Wlten vou had made your 

fsr;!!n'. luv hu-.icm.i nAvalcd the true state uf his mind 
bv ,i iruilv.s. ih- w^ts rnad. I did not know 

wli.'t to >iu, 1 scitsiiiifd, ind on the second bntk’i s 
nisbiiu; into th- lou-u without knocking on th- door 
the po,,r {.-How w;i., Imik'd from the house. 0\i m 
the meat IV..! lib' I ’uad maiiujied to grid' hold of the 
reveh-ei, \Mi -* ■•uuM I do, Mr. P'mn ? I ask yo^h 
wluit rilub! 1 (i<i ? 
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s,.i M,. i,,,,,,,. 

'"Hie madman ndvanmi ,„p jr- , ... 

his eyes mad, and his h.imh m.nirM Ix-fnr 'li r-’ 
OTch a wiy as f« Jeavr one ne n«,m („ <k„' ^1,. 

to hre. Can you, cm imj- one. Idaiii,. nu- ? w “ r 
wrong, may oiu; not <|t>ffii,l o„,.v uf. y .. ^ '^<**1 

"Holy smoke f' Mr pL "r.*'. 

" My threat to firr did not i ■ 

approach. I kept on making if. i«t id ll 
■■DM he?” Mr, h,;;,,.”"' ? ■■ 

Mr. Dunn, he <Iid not. I tireil *' 

I did, said my latly, 

hta?”* '»■""■ '• V.« kilW 

S‘tobe'‘Kt,to'’.'r s'rs 

aote adSS' St" 

interestirij? chronir}*»» *i i ^ 

by the nedc in Se yTirgraceTo^ ‘ a‘”‘ 

co-tirse attended rniMAm #k ■ ^ ^ va$4f con- 

of the execution some *•»« morning 

by pressmen in the^^ wm pimfographed 

is to be explained hv their f«th, which 

ateir brSS "“y l.»l |.™Kh, 

mem in the form of mndwclies. 
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euvutumrij. wr. r. l...vihima, an.l lOTS 
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Tlie fir.si of iho tucn, for tlifv asconded in single file, 
held aloft a kilt Imti rundlostick, whilst his companions 
made the l)fst piofpcss they could oniong the deep 
shadow's that the faulty lighf cast on the oaken stair- 
way. Ho who went last, the youngest of the three, 

$(iki 

"Mean old bird, nn- autit ! Cutting off the eiectric- 
light just bei-aii .e ;.iie is awav.” 

" Far g(Kidn*,’Ss' sake 1 " !-.aid the other. 

The leadiT, whose the caudleiight revealed as 

thin alnue.t in asi etieisiii, a taca* white and tiled, finely 
moulded lull soiled in texinii' by the dissipations of a 
man of the world, e 4 >nienteil himself wdtli a curt request 
to his young ftiend not ti> *peak so loud. 

It was. howevi'i, the geiiileinan in between the two 
whom it will advantagi- the reader to consider. This 
wa.s an unusually tali and sti'ongly-built man. Yet 
it was not his gi.mt ^,tatu^^ hut rather the assurance 
of his hearing, which wa'; nanarkable. His very clothes 
sat on his hug,.' fiani.- with an air of tinnness, of finality, 
that, as e%'en a glance at his two companions would 
show, is dtq>i'e<'.ite<l h\' I'.nglisli tailors, whose intlcxihle 
formula it is that the' elegance of the casual is mily 
possible* for grutk*!iK*u of the okhIo. Wuilc 

his bail tliat yet uiitimi and eager lcx)k 

which is tine cnviabli [K)Sst*ssion of niauy Americans,, 
SiikI is coinmouly considered to demde, for rt^asons not 
wry dearly defined, tlie quality known as Pease. Not, 
however, that tins untirefi and eager look is. as some 
have stipjioseih tite outwarti sign of a jack of inteicst 
in diHsij'nitioia l>ut railiei of an enthusiastic and naive 
curiosity as to the vaiieties of the Siune. The gentlC'" 
man from .•\tni'i'ira looked, in tme, to be a pro{>cr miiu , 
and one who, in his early thirli<-s. had estabhshed a 
philo:'.ot>li\ of which his comfort and his assurance of 
retaiiutirf it were tlie tw'o fxiles, his easy jterceptjon o 



Thf Gentleman frrm .Imerka 

humbug the pivot, and his hnirh ssncss the latitude mit 
longitude. 

It WM on the .woiu! latniiiig fliat the leader, whose 
name was Quiilier, and on wlmm the dignity of an 
ancient baronetcy WN-iiied to have an ahniiht iiitolenibiv 
tiring effect, flung <)}hui a titM.t. He diti nut pas-s into 
the room, but lield the cindteslirk fowanis the gentle- 
msm from America. And }u.s tnaiiner w;ts so itnpcrsonal 
as to be .'ilmost rude, which is a lauh of iirmUiig when 
it is bordi. 

“ The terms of the l>et," fKiiel i>uillier. '* are that thfe 
candle must surtice ytui for tlm night, That is under- 

StCK5d ? " 

"Sure, why not?" smih‘d the gentlenum from 
America. “ It's a hum l>et, and it hn)k.s to me like a 
bum candle. Httt tio I care ? No, sir I '' 

*' Further," continued the imin-rsomd. pleasant vote, 
"that you are allowed no nuitthes, and therefore 
cannot rcliglit the ciuidie when it hits gone out, Tlat 
if you can pass the night in that looni, Kerr Aiulerson 
and I pay ytm five huudtwi poumi.s, And viu 
versa." 

"That's all right, ^^uillier. We've gut all that." 
The gentleman from America took the candle from 
Quillier's hand and looked into the room, hut with no 
more than faint interest. In that faulty light little 
could be st;cn but the oak-|5anelling, the heavy hangings 
about the great bed, and attwl engraving of a'Meissonier 
duelhst lunging at tiiem from a wall nearby, 

Seldom," said he, " have I seen a «mim look h'ss 
haunted — 

saM Sir Cyra 

gentleman frtmi America, "since 
^u ^d Ken- Anderson insist on presenting me with 
five hundred pounds iar paming the night in it, do 1 
complain? No, sir!" 

m 
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"Grtt V"ii' i''V'>lv. i ? ■’ yoiiUK Km-Aiuk'isnn, 

»chuhbv vnuiit was dining out. ^ 

is V'." sod thf :'<'utlriiun from .\m(‘nca. 
OiiillitT s.isi': "UrU, I’lnr. I d.tu’t mind felling 
wnu thill I Isid jii-.t ns Mion this silly lmsiiu‘.s.s w;ts 
iZr 1 h.tvi- h. .m l«*ltiog all mv life, hnt 1 haw always 
had a pretnemr i.a ihosr hols whirh dhl not turn on 
it THilll S itt'f* f „ 

‘ say listen <.Hiilli.-i. von riudt trightm n« with 

”;.nrK-A.,.W»,u, w.U b, 

verv annoyed it .uivthing luipix-ns and she gets to heai 
of it She h.iies .1 eoij-se ill her house more tluui any 
one I know. \'on’t«- sine you are going on with it, 

«'ik,v. it Ahi.di.un l.ineoln w.ts to come up this 
moment and tell me yni-en Anne was dean, 1 d be 
as sure he wm-s r.i»e.»kmg the truth as that 1 in going 
to Lnd this night m this old haunti.l room of yiw 
aimt’s A'es, sir 1 Anti now I’ll give you gmxl-njght, 
blivs. ■ W.un vom rimtlnis to la- ready to give you 
five hundred |toHn*ls to hiiiui on to Howard Cornelius 

“1 like Amelieans.'' sidd ^Hullirr 
are .so entlnismstir. «;«»d night. Hicc. and <.od 
you. I httpe you have better Utek than the last 
who sjM-nt a nigh! in that room. He was strangled. 

Goodnight, my fiiemi." „Y 

•• Aw, have a hear! 1 ■' giowksi Mr ^ 

get a guy so low wiih vour talk that 1 M I codia 
on a tallhat ami emwl under a snake. 
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n 

The gentleman from Aii«‘u«a, .(Infic in flu> haunted 
room, lost none of his njiujiuMirc. Iiiilrfil, if anything 
disturbed him at all, it was that, utitait'd hy Quillier's 
manner at a dinner-party a ftw mjtl.ts before, and 
knowing QuiOier to !«■ a li.mkiiipt wastrel, he had 
allowed himself to be dared info iin*> silly .ulventuie 
and had thus deprived hiiiiv If fot one niylit of the 
amenities of his suite at (daridpe's Huiei, h'ive Inimlred 
pounds more or less did wd tuaiiri vuv imich to Mr. 
Puce: although, to be sure, it was sntne cotisolntitin 
to know that five hundred jntn»ds nitne nr less must 
matter quite a deal to Sir i vtd ^liiillier, fttr .Ji his 
swank. Mr. Puce, Uki* :i pond .■\inetie.iu, fnllowing the 
Gospel according to Mr. .Simrhaii l.ewis, ;Uways .stressed 
the titles of any of his aequainfatiee. 

Now, he contented hirnsilf with a vetv cursory 
examination of the dim, large mntn; he r.ipjH'd. in 
an amateurish way, on the oak j'.uids iieie and there 
for any sign of any " st'cr(>t {KiN.agn* junk. " hut smceetled 
only in soiling his knuckles, suhI it was only when, fully 
dothed, he had thrown himself «ni the gieat bed that 
it occurred to hxm that five htmdMHi |aiUTid.s '•telling 
was quite a pretty sum to have stak. d alHUtt a daiiifool 
haunted room. 

The condusion that naturally leapt to one'.H mind, 
thought Mr. Puce, was that the r<K»ni tmist have some- 
thing the matter with it, else would a hawk like (dnillier 
tove bet money on its qualifies of fciror?" Mr, 
Puce had, indersd, snggeatecl, when first the bet w.is 
put forward, that five hundred {«Himis ■w.i.s isThaps 
^ i^ecessary sum to stake oa so idiotic a fancy; 
u yuiUiCT had said in a very tired way that he never 
bet less than five hmidred on anything, hut that if 
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TUfr Fu<'t 1 ’^' ^ ^ v\ ’M) pi **’k uiui cliickciv 

flxl he OiiiMn*!. w.ifiM 1 h pir.is*-«i In imruduce him 
L s,',nu-’v.T.‘ inllv rhiliinit Mf hi.s ;u-qu.iiiifimce. 

Such ti.nu.;hl. piuMMiir.! M!^ Ihi.-c to rise and 
exiunine uinn' r,i.i« n!:!y Hi- waits and apjKUutiiUiiits 
nHlie rniiii! ivHt as tiu- tiiniir.ire was Hmited to thi; 
b-irrst’ un-.-;ain.>.s. slid f. tin* nsk-pai idled walls 
awrared iu Uie laiiu iv>h\ tu !*■ mndi the same as 
Jiv olher wall., th" .pruihstian fiuiu Ainenea swore 
vagu-'ly and ai'.aiii h-iHin i! ■>u the tad. It wits a very 

lie hail mad' up his ueiid, li>>wrver, that he would 
not sleep. He Wulild W.ti.h out, thoui'ht Mr. Fuce, 
for any siuii <it this "M .ehest, aiul lie wuuld listen with 
the ears of a town.-, thuii);ht Mie Puee, for any hint 
of thos<“ rappiuf lU'ises, rude winds, musty ixloiirs, 
diukio!; of eli.iitis. and the like, with which, so 
Mr. I’nee had .dwat's uii<l<‘ist<KMl, the family ghosts 
of Kritishen iin.uiahly iieialihsl their foul appear- 

Mr. i'llee, V'lU e.ui •.ee. did not beheVC ill ghorts. 
He could not hill tliiuk, louxceer, that some low trick 
might be [hived on him, since on the honour ‘n f 
Cyril OiiilHei p- » i ihoiip.h he wa, for Mr. Puce, hke 
a emiii* Anienean, eonid n< v.-i get the cold dofie on all 
this fancy title stud he had not the smallest relumce. 
But as to the ■.npematiir.d. Mr, Pnce’.s attitude was 
aiwiivs a '.iliMlesuine scejuicism . and a nither affgtffi- 
sivc .Meptie, MU at that, as tjuilliei had renwkwi with 
ainnsenieiit when he had si»okeii of the ghost m, ^ 
he had put ii. the house of Keir-Anderson s aunt. 

:*ii* two mtis rif ttmi an wliom ghosts naye 
an Hurt : w\m arr silly anough to 

them. ;uid iln-r who ;ue silly enough not to believe m 

tlaiu ’* 

"HU 



The Gentleman Jrom Jmerka 

Mr. Puce had been annoyed at that. Ffp detested 
clever back-chat. “ I'll tell the world,’’ Mr. l^ice had 
said, " that a plain American has to go to a drug-store 
after a conversation with y«)u.'’ 

Mr. Puce, lying on the great l>ed, whose hanging 
depressed him, examined his mdoniatic iuul found it 
good. He had every intention of staraiing no non- 
sense, and an automatic nim*-.Hht«tier is, j»s Mr. Puce 
remembered having read somewhere, an Argumait. 
Indeed, Mr. Puce was full of those rhmr witticisms 
about the effect of a "gun" on everyday life which 
go to make the less prvlentknw " movuM " sjo enter- 
taining; although, to he .sure, he did not know more 
than a very little about guns. Tr aveller.s have remarked, 
however, that the exciting traditions Ijehiml a huntlred- 
per-cent. American nationality have given birth in 
even the most gentle citizens of th.it grmt ri-fiublic 
to a feeling of familiarity with " guns," as sudi humdy 
phrases as “slick with the .steel mil." "doggone sou 
of a gun,” and the like, go to picjve, 

Mr. Puce placed the sleek little automatic tin a .small 
table by the bed, on which sttKxl the tamlle and. as he 
realised for the first time, a Ixiok. One glaijco at the 
paper-jacket of the book was enough to convince the 
gentieman from America that its prt*sentaj there must 
be due to one of Quillier's tireti ideas. It showed a 
woman of striking, if conventional, Iwaiity, fighting 
for her life with a shajH: which might or might not lie 
the wraith of a bloodhomid but was certainly wimetliing 
gnte outside a lovely woman's daily oxtx'rience. Mr. 

Tdm 0/ Tmw 

for Tiny Tots, by Ivor Pelham Mmlay. 

America was a htalthy man, 
n^^ his ^eep ; and it was therefore with relief 
that he turned to Jfc. Marky's atmird -looking book 
as a means of keeping himself awoke. IT^ tale at 
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wliich the book caxne open was callfvi ti, m 
Footsteps ; and Mr. Puce prepared Phantom 

tai^d, for he was not of 

He read : — mstnicpon. 


The Phantom Pootsteps 

Phantom Footsteps is still whispered 
^th awe and loathing among the people of ^ 
decayed but genteel district of London W-n to tW 
who hve m It as Belgravia and to others as plSc^ 

Julia tod GeraJdme Biggot-Baggot were twin sisteis 
who lived wi^ their father, a widower, in a 

^ called 

Bolton. The tale finds Julia and Geraldine in their 
^eteenth yeto. and it also finds them in a very^ 
toper, for they were ye^g for a more spLious 
We than can be found in Wigan, or it might be, Bolton. 
This yearning their neighbours found all the more 
inexplicable since the parents of the girk were of 
Lancashire stock, their mother having been a Bi^ot 
from Wigan and their father a Baggot from Bolton. 

The reader can imagine with what excess of gaiety 
Julia and Geraldine heard one day from their 
that he had inherited a considerable property from a 
distant relation i and the reader can go on iTnagiri.ifig 
the exaltation of the girls when they heard that the 
property included a mansion in Belgravia, since tb^t 
for which they had alwaj^s yearned most was to mjoy, 
from a central situation, the glittering life of thye 
metropolis. 

Their father preceded them from Wigan, m was It 
Bolton ? He was a man of a tidy dkposition, and 
wished to see that everything in the B^gravia hoi» 
was ready against his daughters' arrival When Julk 
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and Genddiiif did arrive, hiwevn, tiny wt're 
by a geiiiid old jierson <ii n [» llrut uspeel am] dji 
iigrceablf odoiu, vdio infoiniul them that she wi 
doing a bit of dituiiig :d>fnii the hun.se bm wiuilti t 
gone by the evening. Tln ii fathiT. she iidded, 
gone info tlie comdry to engage ;.erviLnis, lint wiiul 
be back the next d;iy ; and he hud inslrneted In-r f 
tell .Julia and tietaldine not to he inavous of slfcphi 
alone in a sfrangi- hotise, that there wms notlnng to ] 
afraid of, anti that ht> wtuilti, anvliow, ht* with thej 
tirst thing in the nunning. 

Now .Julia ami («ent.liiine, thuugh twins, were < 
vastly dilferent tenijitTamentN , fur wheie.es juli 
Wits a girl of g;iy ami imiomiliihle sinrit wlm knew nt 
fe.’ir, (ieraltiiiie sulTeretl fiont aiyunes of timiflity an 
knew nothing else. Wluui, for inst.inee, night fell an 
ftiuud them ahme in the litmse, .|nlia could sciira'l 
contain her ilelighi at the iulvinlute ; while it ws 
with tlilfi* idty that Cieiahtiiu" etinkl snpjHitt the freuitii 
that shook iter girlish liiinie. 

Innigine, then, how differently liny were iifleetc 
when, as they lay in bt'd in theii rtwirn'ttiwards tlie to 
of the house, they distinctly heard horn far Ir'Iow 
noise, as td sonic one moving. .Julia s;it uii in bet 
intent, unafraid, curious. Giutdilme swtKine.l, 

"It's only a eat," Julia wh»iterrd, "I'm goin 
down to stiC." 

" Don’t 1 " siglicrl Geraldine, *’ Ihir }*tty’s sd 
don’t leave me, Julia I ’’ 

" Oh, don't l«t so childish I " simnittsl Julia. " Wlier 
ever there's the chance of the least bit of fun you gt 
shivers down your spine. But as vou are so fiightenn 
I will lock the door from the out, side anti take the ke 
with me, so that no one can get in when I am m: 
looking. Oh. I ho|)e it’s a burglar 1 I'll give him tli 
fnglit of hk life, stse if I don't," 


The Gentleman from America 

And the indomitable girl went, feeling her way to 
the door in darkness, for to have switched on the 
light would have been to warn the intruder, if there 
TOS one, that the house was inhabited ; whereas it 
was the plucky girl’s conceit to turn the tables on the 
burglar, if there was one, by suddenly appearing to 
him as an avenging phantom ; for having done not 
a little district-visiting in Wigan, or, possibly, Bolton, 
no one knew better than Julia of the depths of base 
superstition among the vulgar. 

A little calmed by her sister’s nonchalance, Geraldine 
lay still as a mouse in the darkness, with her pretty 
head beneath the bedclothes. From without came not 
a sound, and the very stillness of the house had 
impelled Geraldine to a new access of terror had she 
not concentrated on the works of Mr. Rud3rard Kipling, 
which tell of the grit of the English people. 

Then, as though to test the grit of the English people 
in the most abominable way, came a dull noise from 
below. Geraldine restrained a scream, lay breathless 
in the darkness. The dull noise, however, was not 
repeated, and presently Geraldine grew a little calmer, 
thinking that maybe her sister had dropped a slipper or 
cnmptbi-ng of the sort. But the reader can imagine 
into what terror the poor girl had been plui^ed had 
she been a student of the detective novels of the day, 
for then she must instantly have recognised the dull 
noise as a dull thud, and what can a dull thud mean 
but one thing? 

It was as she was praying a prayer to Om Lady tmt 
her ears grew aware of footsteps ascending the stairs. 
Her first feeling was one of infinite relief. Of course 
Julia had bemi right, and there had been nothing do^- 
stairs but a cat or, perhaps, a dc^. And now Julia 
was returning, and in a second they ■would have a gow 
laugh together. Indeed, it was all Geraldine could 
M.F. ZOI O 
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to retrain l^rn'K ium juinjunj- out of k«<I to meet 
her sister, when she was avsath.l hy a ttirihle doS 
and on the imtiuit her nuiai ,:harK.‘d wit It w 

that she conid no longer fittid hack her sobs. SupiS 
It was not Juha imstdiiig t 
Gck’I I sobbeti (*ceraldnit\ : 

Transfixed with temir, yet hupefiil of the last thi« 
poor girl couhi not even herself to rJ-k^rt 

her head bt'neath the sheets. And sdwsivs the JisceiidW 
s ep.s c-ante neater A.s they af.proade.l the <ioor. 2 
thought sh(! would ttte of unrertainlv hut is th.. i-.„ 

ys tuM i,.,„ ,i„. ,i4 

«tH-e .shakiui hy the mo 4 iieute agony of doubt 
» that she had givtai smythitig in the world to be 
or, even letter, Bolton. 

Julia I she soblH'd. " Julia 1 ” 

Foi the door had opemtl, the fixitsteps were in the 
rtami, and (ieraldine tianight she rf{:cigni.s<*d her sister’s 
mnienly tread. B«t why did Julia not speak X 
’ ««aldme, j«er i hard i 

Th« r ^ tiothing in the darkness, 
fwitsteps seemed to fumble in their direction, but 

Geraldine 

"Julia I " sobbed Oeraldine. *• Julia ( " 

“f ” "raddminj! to {'.emldinti's distniught 

hew her h^ beating like a bmumer on a hH. 

WhtT Ln'e ^ ^‘1 '■ What is it, Julia ? 

Why don t you sfieak ? " 

^ ^ ’*^*’*^ bvid 

stSno ! vkf ® hn«th, though Julia must be 

swnding within a yard of the bod. 
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“Oh, she is tmly (lyiiif* to frighten me, the beast ! ” 
poor Geraldine thmigUt and, unable for another 
second to Ixsir the i-rnel silence, she timidly stretched 
out a hand fo tniudi her sister— when, to her infinite 
relief, her fingers hiuc.luui the white rabbit-fur with 
which Julia's dre.sjang gt)wn was delicately trimmed. 

“ You beast, Julia ! “ she sohlK^d and laughed. Never 
a woni, however, came from the still shape. Geraldine, 
impatient of the coiitiuuation of a joke which seemed 
to her in the worst of f suite, raisai her hand from the 
fur, thid she inigUt foinrU her .sister’s face; but her 
fingers had risen no farther than Julia’s tliroat when 
they tonehed soinething w«‘t sind warm, and with a 
scream of indiscrihahle tetror Gcnddine fainted away. 

Wlien Mr. Higg<jt-Baggot admitted himself into the 
house early the next m(»niing, his eyes were assailed by 
a dreadful sight. At the fwt of the stairs was a pool 
of Mood, fr(jm which, in a louthfiome trail, drops of 
bluod wound up the stairway. 

Mr. Hig'got Ihiggot, fearful Ic'st something out of the 
way hu<l hapjM-utsl to hm beloved daughters, rushed 
fnuitic^allv up the stairs. The trail of blood M to his 
daughters’ ns tin; and there, in the doorway, the poor 
genthunau stood appidleil, so foul was the sight that 
met his eyes. Huh iH’lovttd Geraldine lay on the bed, 
her hair snow-white, her lijw raving with the shrill 
fancies of a RMutiac. While on the floor beside the bed 
lay stretched, in a pool of blood, his beloved Julia, her 
head half scvcrwi from her trunk. 

'riic t ragic story imfokled only when the police arrived. 
It then became dear tluat Julia, her head half-severed 
from her l»dv. and therefore a corpse, had yet, 
indoniitahht purjwse, mme upstair# to warn her timid 
sister against the homicidal lunatic who, just escaped 
from an jwyluro near by, had penetrated into the house. 
However, tltc police consoled the distracted father not 
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a little by iwintiug out iSwt the esi'aiHt of the homicidal 
lunatic from the iisyluni hatl done Mime gotxl, inso- 
much :is there w(uiUl luw l>e room in an asylum near 
her huure for Geraldine. 


Ill 

When the genflemait from Artieiica had read the 
last line of '1 hr I'hiiniim inmhSi'ps he riosxxi the book 
with a slant, ami, m his hitter inijcitience with the 
impt».v.ible vvotk. was making to biitl it across the 
rootn, when, mifortnttateiy, his eitcUng arm overturned 
the ctuidht. Tlie r imile. of eottrse. went out. 

"Aw, hell ! ’’ Slid Mr. Ihiee liitierly, iurd he thought : 
“ Another gotHi mark to Gv i il ^liUier I Won't 
I Sir him one some day ! I'or only a lousy guy with 
a face like a tjriimmer’s oveidraft woiihi have btught a 
dainftKtl btssk like that." 

The tale ttf Thf PAanivm I-'wistrps laid annoywl him 
very much ; but what asmoyisi him even more was the 
candle's extinction, for the gentleniart from Amerin 
knew himself too well to Ix-t a nsckel oa hit chances of 
remaining awsike in a dturk nsuii, 

He did, however, tmmage to k«?i> awake for some 
time merely by OJijcasntratmg on wicked wotds : on 
Quillier's face, and how its tired, rntmking expression 
would chmige for the Ix'tter were his, IHice's, font to 
be firmly pressed down on its surfai*, «md on Julia 
and Geraldine. For the luckless, twiiw, by the idnrnst 
criminal idiiwy with whidi they were prisirntrsl. kept 
walking about Mr. Fuce's mind ; »md as he la gan to 
nod to the demanils of a healthy and tirwl bidv ho 
could not resist wondering if theii bomc'lown had hm n 
Wigan or Bolton and if julia's head had been sevemd 
from ear to ear or oidy half-way. . . . 
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When he awoke, it was the stillness of the room 
that impressed his sharply-awakened senses. The room 
was very still. 

■' Who’s there 1 ” snapped Mr. Puce. Then, really 
awake laughed at himself. “ Say, what would plucky 
little Julia have done ? ” he thought, chuckling. " Why. 
got up and looked ! ’ 

But the gentleman from America discovered in him- 
self a reluctance to move from the bed. He was very 
comfortable on the bed. Besides, he had no light and 
could see nothing if he did move. Besides, he had 
heard nothing at all. not the faintest noise. He had 
merely awoken rather more sharply than usual. . . . 

Suddenly, he sat up on the bed, his back against 
the oak h^d. Something had moved in the room. 
He was certain something had moved. Somewhere 
bv the foot of the bed 
“Aw, drop that 1 ’’ laughed Mr. Puce. 

His eves peering into the darkness, Mr. Puce stretched 
his right hand to the table on which stood the auto- 
matic The gesture reminded him of Geraldine s when 
she had touched the white rabbit-fur. Aw, Geraldine 
nothing 1 These idiotic twins kept chasing about a 
man’s mind. The gentleman from ^mca gr^ 
the automatic firmly in his hand. His hand felt as 
though it had been bom grasping an automatic. 

“ I want to tell you,’’ said Mr. Puce into the darkn^, 
“ that some one is now going to have something conui^ 
to him, her, or it/' 

It was quite delicious, the feeling that he was not 
frightened. He had always known he w^ a hetova 
feUow. But he had never been quite certain. Now 
he was certain. He was the regular. 

But if anything had moved, it moved no “ore. 
Maybe, though, nothing had moved at 
it was only his half-awakened senses that had played 
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him a trick. He w.ts lathci Muiy. if ili.u was so. IJ; 
wah ju.st iH'i^imting to enjoy llic cvintinf^ ’ ^ 

T!ie rf«n» was very sfiil, Th,' Kriitlcmaa froiK 

America aniUi only heat Innwlf Incatiung. ^ 

Sonitithing moved Jigain, dLstimfly. 

" What tile hell I ” snapiUHl Mr. three, 
ffe lovdh-d tin* aHloniatic fiiwatds the foot of th 
bc*<i ^ 

”I wilt now,'' Siiisi Mr. Ihicc grimly, "shoot." 

The room was very still Thr gentleman froth 

America wIsIk-cI, foreihly, tiwt In* h.ul a ii,,;ht. It 
no good leaving the l».'d wilhont a light. He'd on^ 
fall over the iiifeui.d thing, whatever it was. What 
would plucky little Julia have dune? Aw, Juli^ 
nothing ! He .strained liir, ears to (.m !i anotlter mov^ 
rnent, hut he could only hear hiinscdf itreathing— 
shoit, slnup gasps! The gentletn.m from America 
pulled liim.si If logethei. 

"Say, listen ! " he .snapped into the- darkness. "I 
am going to count ten. I lun tli.-n going to shoot. 
In tile meanwhile you can make up ymir tniiid whether 
or not yon are going to stav right heie to watch the 
explosion. One Two. lime, i'.m ..." 

Then Mr. Ihire mfenupi««d him * If, He iiiid to. It 
was so funny. He laughed. He he.ud himwlf laugh, 
ajid again it was cjuite tjelicious, tie* feeling that he 
was not friglitened. And wouldn't they laugii, the 
boys at the ik .ister Chib tiack inane, when lie sprung 
this yarn on tliem ! He coiiK! heat them. Oh, Boy ! 
Say, listen, tiying to scare hini, Howard Oimelius 
luice, witii a ghost like tliat 1 Asv, n w.is like shooting 
craps witii a guy tlmf eoukhi't tt.imt , J ’mir ohi ^hiiUier ! 
Never bet less tlian five huiidnd on anything* didn’t 
he, tlie pior hoolil 'Weil, then: w»isn'i a gliost made, 
with or wiiijout a heatd on Idm, tiuit could put the 
wind up Howard Puce. No. wr f 
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cH hii<l giuwK ufl UMt •!«(■»{ to the dark- 
,1 by the tnorkf’iy >it !iii;Ut that the 
y. ni^bt inst uuinaj'rd to ihnist through 
(iiiw t!o* I'cntlt'Uuitj friiiu AnirricA had 
J.,. out a fotin at tho f<«d of thi> i«d 
itH uinH‘« half, and that appared 
throat. The ithantom h.ui sso htad. 
s luMd had b.TU ouly ludf ^tvorfd from 

tilt* l\«'H hf|.yU'i Mr. 

. *b«l Huddrulv foimd, to his iLStotush- 
w.is shouiutg at the lop of his voice; 
untied M». lltiWfVft, he began :»gam, 
it stilt chuckling :■ 

Mr, Cthtist, a faintly like, tlut Ken- 
iit have idtoi'dcti a tnsul anti a suit of 
•u hunily ghost. Sii. you 

I" Again, muenmntahly, Mi.^^^oe 

i.httnling at the top of his voice. I am 

mg.” hr adtifd gittnlV' 
at.lnuitir Irvcllwl al the things he^, 
finm America went on tmuiting. Mis 

.tly. 

tehtsl at the Heail of the Ixsl his ey« 
thing's bmtef. Fhiuitoin nothing 1 He 
in that no head bunk, . V* / 

d getting a little nearer ‘he ^ o Ue 
dug the thing a wtmk on that invisible 
nt drcitlwl to stay where he was. 

dmi, C«. 

Holy Mtwsi. he’d got long arms to him, 

«iid the r«‘h'i«an from 
r wnl Columbus, but this wouta maae 

»7 



The Gentkmafi fram America 


Ncn ,l I 


idea of 


some tale b.'if'k hoint‘ 1 V'es. sir 
Quilliei s. that, tlmugli f Thusr* nanis. | nii^^ 'k rU 

gioiy . . . I<nw as fhe be.i ! Not had iu- r,o 
ytiillier, (hat idea. ... 

"Ten, you yelled (he geuilernan from 

Ainenca, iuid hied. 

Some Mie laughed. Mr. I>ure quite j, . 

uniseJf laughing, and ih.it made hun lau-h -ani 

.iSiSt"'-"' '*'• ■' 

by the chops of .sweat from lus foiehcid, '■ Aw wlnt 

thejiein said Mr. IW, aiul fired again. 

Ihe silence affei {lie seemui .sii,,{ \v,ts like a blark 
cloud on the darkn,-ss Mr. i'ure th.night out the 
wickedest word he knew, and said it. VV'eil he w-Lsn’t 
going to muss again. No, sir! His hand was stea.ly 
non, loo. Iron was lus sem.u! name. And agaiJ 

TV ' "’>cs not frighlened. Attaboy 1 

The tiiops of .sweat from hi.s foieliead hoiheied him 

th^b. A«.. wiu., ,i,c ,1... rsi;: 

.He niised his arm for ihe thini shot. Jniiiter and 
Jane, hut heel learn that ghost to .stop rhostmr ! He 
was certainly Sony fur that giiost. H-'wi.shed rh'nieh 

of theLST tbo artuai body 

01 the. bed staring .at hum well, it w-uld have hmi 

af I It wms only ihiilli,., with his loma fare in 
lead k "''i one p.h-re ..f 

bastard ^ Ih- vim fault, the 

AmerSi' LHiiilittr, s:ud fh^ lt*nian fmm 

-I I want to tril yuu that you quit, 

mH 



The Gentleman jrom America 

you are a corpse. Now I mean it, sure as my name is 
Howard Cornelius Puce. I have been shooting to miss 
so far. Yes, sir. But I am now awnoyed.” 

If only, though, he could concentrate more on the 
body of the thing. His eyes kept wandering to the 
hands and arms. Gee, but they sure were long, those 
anns 1 As long as the bed, no less. Just long enough 
for the hands to get at him from the foot of the b^. 
And that’s what they were at, what’s more 1 Coming 
nearer. • What the hell 1 They were moving, those 
doggone arms, nearer and nearer. . . . 

Mr. Puce fired again. 

That was no miss. He knew that was no miss. 
Right through the heart, that little boy must have 
gone. In that darkness he couldn’t see more than just 
the shape of the thing. But it was stiU now. The arms 
were still. They weren’t moving any more. The gentle- 
man from America chuckled. That one had shown him 
that it’s a wise httle ghost that stops ghosting. Yes, 
sir! It would fall in a moment, dead as Argentine 
mutton. 

Mr. Puce then swore. Those arms were movmg 
again. The hands weren’t a yard from him now. What 
the hell I They were for his throat, God-dammit. 

“You swine I “ sobbed the gentleman from America, 
and fired again. But he wouldn’t wait this time. No, 
sir 1 He’d let that ghost have a ton of lead. Mr. Pure 
fired again. Those hands weren’t half a yard from hw 
throat now. No good shooting at the hands thou^. 
Thing was to get the Thing through the heart. ^ Mr. 
Pure fired the sixth bullet. Right into the 
chest. The sweat bothered his eyes. “ Aw, hell I 
said Mr. Puce. He wished the bed was a bit longer. 
He couldn’t get back any more. Those ams. . . . 
Holy Moses, long as hell, weren’t they ! Mr. Pure_&ed 
the seventh, eighth . . . ninth. Right mto the thir^. 
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The revolver fell from Mi Ihire’s shaking lingers. 
Mr. }‘iH'e heard hini:a-lf st reaming. 


IV 

Towards noon on a summer's tiay several yeare later 
two men were silting Is ftije an inn Mime mih-s from the 
ancient town of Liiusiln. Drawn up in the shade of 
a towring ash was a large grey touring-car, covered 
with thi.st. (hi the wmu t.ihle stiKxl two tankards of 
ale. Ilie travellers restnl in silent*® and fontent, 
smoking. 

Tlie road by whieh the inn stwal was really no more 
tiijui a lane, and the jxsiee of the motorist.s was not 
{listurU'd hy the trallic of a iii.-un rtmd.* Itsdml, the 
only human bring vi.sibl«* was a distant Sfieck on the 
dust, coming Inwards them. He wmeti, however, to 
be making a giHiti pace, for he wwin drew near. 

” If," Slid the ehler of the two mm, in a low, tired 
voice, '* if we take the short ait through Carmion 
Wood, we will be at Malinanor for hmcb," 

"Thm you'll go short-cutting alrm®,*’ mid the other 
firmly. '* Fve heard enough tales about Tarmioa 
Wood to last me a life'time wjthmit my arlding one 
more to them. And as for sjiooks, on* is enough for 
this child in one lifetime, thanks very much.*' 

The two men, for lark of any other diiaiaction, 
watched the {letiestrian ilraw near. He tumwl out to 
be a giant of a man ; and h«{. apjmrently, no intention 
of resting at the inn. The very air of the t«J! jwde.strian 
was a challenge to the lary content of tlw sunlit noon. 
He was walking at a great |Uiee, hi* fell hat swinging 
from his hand. A giant he was : hl» hair greying, his 
massive face set with awirance. 

" By all that's holy ! " gai^ati the «l the two 
tto 
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observers. A little lean gentleman that was, with a 
lined face which had been handsome in a striking way 
bat for the haggard marks of the dissipations of a 
man of the world. He had only one arm, and that 
added a curiously flippant air of devilry to his little, 
lean, sardonic person. 

Puce I ” yelled the other, a young man with a 
chubby, good-humoured face. '' Puce, you silly old 
ass 1 Come here at once I " 

The giant swung round at the good-natured cry, 
stared at the two smiling men. Then the massive face 
broke into the old, genial smile by which his friends 
bad always known and loved the gentleman from 
America, and he came towards than with hand out- 
stretched. 

“ Well, boys I " laughed Mr. Puce. This is one big 
surprise. But it's good to see you again. I'll say that." 

“ The years have rolled on, Puce, the years have 
rolled on," sighed QuiUier in his tired way, but warmly 
enough he shook the gentleman from America with his 
one hand, 

" They certainly have I " said Mr. Puce, mopping his 
brow and smiling down on the two. " And by the look 
of that arm, QuiUier, I'U say you're no stranger to war." 

“ Sit down, old Puce, and have a drink," laughed 
Kerr-Anderson. Always gay, was Kerr-Anderson. 

But the gentleman from America seemed, as he 
stood there, uncertain. He glanced down the way he 
had come. QuiUier, watching him, saw that he was 
fagged out. Eleven years had made a great difference 
to Mr. Puce. He looked old, ivom, a wreck of the hearty 
giant who was once Howard Cornelius Phice. 

" Come, sit down. Puce," he said kindly, and quite 
briskly, for him. "Do you realise, man, that it's eleven 
years since that idiotic night ? What are you doing? 
Taking a walking-tour ? " 
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Mr. Pucfi sat down m ilir Manicd ficni’h 
them. HLs ma-ssive {tuvseim . li'*. tn e. .ivr smil. , .('I'tned 
to fill the whole air aknit flu- nui iiu jk 
"W alking-tour? Thai In ", muir m " smiled 
Mr. Puce; imd, with a Hash nl his nl.i iiuimmr: "1 
want to tell you laws that 1 .mi thr r of the 

King of Egypl- * •*'" 'li-' m*! in a nt.ut iMCitiise X 
am travelling inmgnila. hievrn v*'.us is it, smn we 
met ? A whale of a fittie. .•I< veii u-.us ! " 

" Why, there’s Iteen qtiite a wai mu< • ih.-n." chuckled 
Kerr-Aiiderson. " Hut still that iiivhl '.i j ne. like hist 
night. X am glad to stv yoti ai*.uti, « Id Pm e * Hut, by 
Heaven, we owe ymi o»c f"' g‘''U<g »“■ ihe seme tif ouj- 
lives ! Don’t we’ Ihiilliei ? " 

"That’s right, Puce," smiled t,hu!!iei "We uwe 
you one all right. Hut T am hciutih gl.id that it was 
only a shock you had, .and th.d cou weje quite ytnu-- 
self after all. And so hete wr .m g.itliered ttigelher 
again by blind ehaiiee, tieven veats oltler, eltaeii vears 
wiser. Have a drink, Pue»* ? 

The gentleman from Amtuir.i was looking fimn one 
to the other of the two. The smiie on tin massive face 
seemed one of utter liewiUieuueiit yiiilhci was shocked 
at the ravages of a mere eleven veats on the man’s 
face. 

“ I gave you two a scare I " eehortl Mt. Puce " ,\w, 
put it to music, boy.sl What the hilH Ih w the 
blazes did I give you two a state f 
Kerr- Andci .son wjis quite dehghfetl to expi.un The 
scare of eleven years ago was jmit of the fun of to day. 
Many a time he had told ihr tale to while aw.a the 
boredom of Flanders ami Me«*j>ot«mia, and had > lien 
wanted to let old Puce in on it to enjoy the g ki on 
Quillier and himsdf, but Imd nevei hud the il..iiuc to 
get hold of him. 

They had thought, that night, ihni Puic w.ui dead, 
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/vjilljer, naked from the waist np, had rushed down to 
terr-Andersou, waiting in the ^rk porch, and h^d 
told him that Puce had kicked the bucket. Quiliiai 
vjad sworn like nothing on earth as he dashed on his 
clothes. Awkward, Puce's corpse, for Quillier and 
gerr-Anderson. Quillier, thank Heaven, had had 
the sense not to leave the empty revolver on the bed. 
They shoved back all the ghost properties into a bag. 
And as, of course, the house wasn’t Kerr-Anderson's 
annt’s house at all, but Johnny Paramour's, who was 
away, they couldn’t so easily be traced. Still, awkward 
for &ein, very. They cleared the country that night. 
Ouillier swearing all the way about the weak hearts 
S giants. And it wasn’t until the Orient Expr^ had 
pitched them out at Vienna that they saw in the 
Continental Daily Mail that an American of the name 
of Puce had been found by the caretaker in the bed- 
room of a house in Grosvenor Square, sufiering from 
shock and nervous breakdown. Poor old Puce ! Good 
old Puce 1 But he’d had the laugh on them all 

"\nd heartily enough the gentleman from 
appeared to enjoy the joke on Quilher and Kerr- 

good 1 ” he laughed. “ That's vep. 1 " 
“Of course,” said QuiUier in his toed, 
way, “ we took the stake, this boy and L For rf you 
hadn’t collapsed you would ^'^Xich ” ^ 

that room like a Mussulman from a ham^dw^ 

“ That’s aU right,” laughed kb. Pu^ But w^t^ 
want to know, QuiUier, is how yo go 

deprecating way. 
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"Oh, an oM trick, A hiack ruR over the 

head, a couple of yards of .stuiffd eluth hn anus— — 

"Aw, steady ! " said Mr. run*, {lut (juite amiably 
" Say, listen, I shot at you I Nine tiine.s. Ifow about 
that ? '' 

" Dear, oh dear I " laughed Kerr-AiHk-isois. But 
that was the last time he latij^hnl that day. 

My dear Puce," .s;dd yuilih-r fteiitly, slij;hily wavinc 
his one ann. "That is the olde.sl fihk of all. I was 
in a panic all the time that you would think uf it and 
chuck the gun at my head. Those bnllets in your 
automatic were blanks." 

Kerr-Andersoa iisn't at all sure what exactly liapinuied 
then. All he remerulxus Is thatt Puce's huge face had 
•suddenly gone criiasou, which ituulc his Ii.iir stand out 
shockingly whit. ; smd that Puce had Qujlli,-r's fragile 
tluo.it lxttwe.‘n his hands,' aiui llnu Piu'e was roaring 
and spitting into Qnilli.-r‘,s hlackcning fau'. 

" Say, ihsten, you ^hiilHei ! You'd s. are me like that, 
would you! You'.i .scan; nu‘ with a chick, n’.s trick 
like that, would you I And you'd .strangle in<‘, eh? 
You swine, you Sir Cyril Qiulljpr, you, right here's 
where tlie strangling C0jn<;s in, and it’s me that's going 
to do it " 

Kerr-Anderson hit out »ad yelled, yuillier was help- 
with his one sum, the giant's grip on his throat. 
The woman who kept the inn had hysterics. Puce 
roared WiLsphemics. Quiilier was doubletl back over 
the srnall table, Ihice on top of him, tightening his 
death-hold. Kerr-Anderson hit, kickwl, bit, yelled. 

SiKldenly tliere were shouts from all arouml 

.. tr , sake, quick 1 “ sobbed Kerr AndciHon. 

He’s almost kiUed him." 

"Aw, what the heU 1 " roared Puce, 

Tlie men in dark uniforms bad all they could <1» to 
drag hun away from that UtUe, lean, blackened, 
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nnconscioxB thing. 'n» ^ manacled Puce. Puce 

looked shct'pj-'^'h at Kerr-Anderson. 

Two of th(s six men in dai k uniforms helped to revive 

^'^‘^rinks," gasiH'd Ken /kiuU nson to the woman 
who kept the inn. 

"Say, give nw; one,” Iregged the gentleman from 
America. IIug<y helpless, manackxi, he stood sheepishly 
among his uniformed caplora. Kerr-Anderson stared 
at them, ihiillier was reviving. 

"Get’s like tliat," ssiid the head-warder indifferently. 
"Gave us the slip this morning. Certain death for 
some one. Homitmial romriac, that's 'im. And he’s 
ihe devil to hold. Hwn like tluit eleven years. Got 
a shock, ! fancy. Keeps on talking about a smter of 
his called Julia who wms murdered and how he 11 be 
revenged hu it. ..." 

Kerr-Anderson had turnwl away. QmHier suddenly 
sobbed • " (hKl liave nrercy on us 1 ” Tlie gentleman 
from America swldenly n>ar«i with laughter. 

"Can’t be helped," f«vid the head-warder. Sorry 
you were put to trouble, sir. Good-day, gentlemen. 
Glad it was no worse.” 



To 

Lamoir 


i 

LAS, it is II |>ity 1 know m> littk* of trws and 
flowors, ami how i sliail t.-ll this tiilc without 
their help I cannot iinut:iiir. for it is a tale 
that deniumls a proiijijtiii knowlrdiic of still, 
gentle things, lint I dare sav it will eot 
Itself written soineliow, aiai saying that leads ns to 
quite another question, for mtuius men will have it 
that that is the pity of neatly all the wriling of our 
wiittefi soiuehitw. 

Now it is difficult mil to think a little of my own 
life m telling of Hngli and Lamoir, h»r they heljn'd me 
When J. was very young, for a long time they were my 
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only friends in London, and ever since they have 
retoained the dearest,. But it was only the other day 
that Hugh told me alxnit the tree. I suppose he must 
have had a sort of idea of what might happen and 
wanted to tell some one alxmt it while he could. But 
it’s odd that I hail kntjwn him idl those years, him and 
lamoir, and he had never so much as mentioned the 
tree— when out he suddenly conies with it 1 

Of course there will he (host! to say that he hadn't 
concealed anything worth «'oncealing, that it’s an im- 
possible story anyhttw, and who could believe it ? But 
I do believe it decidedly, ^ for how could Hugh have 
made it up ? Hugh wasn’t an imaginative man, not 
a bit. That, in point of fact, is what the story is about. 
Of course, he had a (lassion for fine things, a passion 
for touching fine things, but your collector or your 
connoisseur isn’t geneially anything of an imaginative 
man. I-amoir, now, she was quite different, and she 
might easily have tiiought of the garden and the tree 
and the whole bnsinejw, but so fax as I can make out 
Hugh and Lamoir never once breathed a word to each 
other about it. 

I have never lieen able to think of Lamoir quite 
steadily, I liked her too much. I know a writer is 
supposed to be impersonal, but that can’t be helped. 
She knew the very hearts of trees and flowers, Lamoir 
did, and she was dways s<» still and quiet, like a flower 
herself, that you never knew what she was thinking 
of. And that is more or Icsw how the trouble between 
them began, so Hugh told me the other day. He 
never knew what she vms thinking of, but he hoped for 
the best, and then one clay he fouind that she h^ been 
flunking away from him all tlve time. That is what 
Hugh siiid. But I feel tliat the truth of it was that he 
never thought Lamoir wa* thinking of anything at all, 
except maybe alK>ut what a goexi husband he was, and 
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then one day he got a sl««k, Manv uvn w'cm to !)e 
like that, they have haf-jiv hu whru their 

wives are quiet and thnju^litlii! tluy ia'V,.| 
that those thwights niiglit K- .-ut of with ihek 

own, and when they «io at hist K.iliw th;it anni'tluBg 
has been wrong all th<* titiic tlu-v are hutiukrd Mh 
hurt and want to know why thrt- wi n- not told Nunier. 
As though, you know, soiiw thiiiKS r.in !«■ told sooiieri 
as though some things riw 1 m- told ttntil it is too 
late ! 

Now Hugh and Lanwir wus .1 dilluult yaii' to know, 
together or singly. Hugh w.imi*! .it all yom dt-ntiiruuk’ 
sort, there was nothing at .ill r.i.s\ going' ah-iit him. 
I remember once seeing him in a nowdtd room and 
thinking he was like an i%lant! uf m-ivi-s in an net-au of 
grins. Lamoir said he wm i»tonii. He siitiplv didn’t 
seem to couctrn him.si-lf at all wtih odm ix-oplsi’s 
opinions, it was us though he jtwt hadn't the tiim- to 
go about dealing in tin- -Jaik fninia of gonalily whidi 
pass for manners in this tiimniv. Tlmt is Hugh’s 
phrase, not mine, launoir h ft hmi alxiut nine y«5 
ago. 

They say that ix-ople made a great fuss ovei Lamoir 
when she first came from Indiu, IreaiiM- she w;m so 
lovely. Tliat must have Ineit alHiut twrntydive vi.us 
ago, and about nine years ago she juuked up a lul of 
trunks and went to Algeria, iWjplr wc-re verv smjni-a-d 
at that, for Lamoir was la-loved of every one, and slii- 
seemetl to be liking her life in I-.iiglum! ■■ as imrli, 
anyhow, as any one ever thH-s si-rtn to like his or Im t 
life in England, for there Mrins to W- a feeling in popli; 
that one shouldn't like living in l-.itgl.md. 1 liki- it 
very much myself, but thru I am not hnghdi. Popk- 
said vaguely that she wiut going away l»i’eau.-s- lii-r 
heart was weak, quite all right but wt uk. and that she 
must have quiet. She never cjune tu» k. 
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I wont to SCO h«T ill Alf’cria two winters ago. I 
wanti’il very tmu h just to sett how she was in that 
solilary now lifo. Katunilly I tiidn’t fell Hugh the 
main rc'iwni wli>- I wa;; going to Algeria, and I think 
he liatl an idea I w,ls going there to try to write a 
book ahinit it, one of those riiarveilmis hooks about 
SlK'iks and snul ami suhuikui Knglishwonu-u with 
love I'iainiiig in their eyes to sneh a degree that none 
of tlieir friends at hoiiu! wmild ever recognise them. 
As Hugh never msed to S}H*uk of his wife one had 
nothing’ to go on as t» what his feelings about her 
were, and s", of eour«% ene .said nothing about her 
citliw. 

Just the ssmie. that is how I found Lamoir. She had 
the grace of silence, of reflection, to a rare degree. 
Sonu’iH-ople found her {rightfully dull, but then imagine 
what " some people ” aie, if can be stiid that their 
dfeipproval w a distinction that no fairly admirable 
person should ever In* without. The house she was 
living in had ksui the palace of the htst of the Admirals 
of the Dey's fleet, Lamoir said, and one could well 
believe it. There were rhingeons below, deep, dark, 
ciooked, with chains and iron ckunps on the walls 
where the jxior devihs of Christian slaveys used to be 
keitf, and on the morning Lamoir was showing me 
round there was a vamjnre'bat hanging asleep from the 
blaek broken walls. Fiom the dungeons there was a 
sei'Ht passage, laitnoir said, down to the bay two 
miles away at the tmt of the hill, and through this 
passage tin* okl Admiral scoundrel had trial to escape 
when the French htonned the town about eighty years 
ago -or iiiavbt.* it was more or less than eighty 

I cloii*t Iciww wiiiiii it WESf nnd LuiHioir didii t 

know ritlirr* .. , 

Ont iticiniifif wa walking abwt on the pinic 
tiles Ilf ikf flatp tifievi^a nmi, not talking much, whue 
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below the sea slept. Lamoir .tsked after Iluj^h, just 
how he was, and I said he was <iuitr well. “ Umely," 
I added. 

We sat on the parain-t «if the luot. hokiiig down 
the hill at the wliite, niitifly town. There was ;in 
American liner in the bay. lik<' a siinuiKc. At lost 
Lamoir said : " Y<?s, hi' was always lonely. Lonely 
and proud. Hugh is very proud, Don’t you tltink 
so?" 

I said : “ And you, Liunois. tueti't you proud too ? " 

You see, I knew notlung of tin- thUirtiltv lM-tW(!i;ii 
Hugh and I-timoir. All 1 knew w.i.s that two d(«;u- 
friends of mine had i«trtfd fioHi «*arh othei nine years 
before. Lamoir wfi-s ItHikiiig towaids the ««*a, she was 
smiling. Then site .shttok hei lu ad suddenly. Her liair 
was quite grey, and short, iuid euily you aui .see how 
attractive laiinoir w;is, an auttutmal iiitwer. 

■' Oh, no t " she .said. '* l‘m not proud, not a bit. 
And I don't like proud perspir." 

" I do 1 " I said. 

She said gravely : " Yu« dtt, of cituiw*. But you are 
young, and it’s quite right that ymi shouhl like proud 
people and should try to be proud yours«df, ihrnigh I 
should think your sense of h»nu»ur would IxUIhu' you 
a little while you were trying. I iltink young p-ople 
should he proud, becau,s<* if they are not they will 
put up with makeshifts atttl get dirty ; but Hdeily 
people and old people shtiuki not lie prtmd, Iwttisc 
it prevents them, front uiulerstmuliiig tiny thing." 

" But elderly people," I tsaid. " don't they get 
dirty too, if they're not proud ? " 

She laughed at me, and ttll she si id wiui : "1 w:i.s 
talking about nic* elderly {jeople." Ami then’ the 
conversation ended, Just nowhere. I think it very silly 
in a man to go generalising about women, but if I were 
to start genendising I might wy that most ,di>.tiatl 



To Ijamoir 


convcrsitions belwct^n men end nowhere, hut yon have 
a feeling tluit at le:ist something interesting has passed, 
while with :i woman an abstract conversation ends 
nowhere and you have a feeling that she has only 
been talking aljout whatever it was just out of 
politeness. 

I retncinber that what struck me most about Lamoir 
at that time was how happy she was. happy and 
feeling safe in her happini>ss. That puzzled me then, 
for I knew she loved Hugh. 


II 

I would see a grnnl deal of Hugh, sometimes going 
to stay with him at Langton Weaver, and often, in 
London, dining with him at his house in Charles Street, 
just he and I alone. It was very pleasant to know of 
a quiet hons(' iu witich I might now and then pass an 
evening talking, as one always did with Hugh if one 
talked at all, of books and tapestries and fine things. 
I never kmiw a man wlio had such a passion for the 
touch of fine things as Hugh, and seeing him thought- 
fully holding a little old ivory figure in his h^d one 
might almost think his skin was in love with it. 

Ihit a few weeks ago, the last time I was ever to 
dine with my friend, it instantly struck me that he 
W!i8 in quite a difierant mood. And presently he told 
me about the garden and the tree. He di(fc’t prefa« 
it with anything in particular, he was thoughtlMy 
twisting the stem of his port-glass when he said : 
" Nearly nine years since I have seen Lamoir. ... 

I said vaguely : " Yes. . . Never once, you see, 
in all thostt nine years, had he so much as mentioned 
tin* name of Lamoir, and so I felt rather stunned at 
first, 
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Hugh went on thoughtfully, wit ii:uti<'uhrlv lo me- 
"And the first time I s;iw i«;r I ww, ihitf wars old* 
She must have been si!vcu." 

I said: "But I alwayn un(lctNfno.i that Larnoir 
passed her childhood iu liidiii and nrwr ranu* to 
England until she was fwoiity oi w* ! I'd nti idea you 
too were in India when you wore httle." 

" I wasn’t," he siiiti, and he smiled, I tliink (>ut 
of shyness just herause he was talkiug al)r>ut 
himself. "I wmsn't. That’s whj, you see, if was so 
funny. . . 

I was trying to imagine launnir w‘Vt n years old. It 
was easiy, of course, as it aKvay.s is e.e v with 
one likes. Her curly grey hair wmild («* gnlden then, 
and maybe her grey eyes wriuld Im- iimu- hlui* than 
grey, and they would look eminnoHs in a tiny face. 
And she would l)c walking, very still, making no noise 
at all, with two thin brown Mn k-> for legs nml twt» blue 
pools for eyes, very tlunightfii! imltT*!, and all this 
would be happening in a g.utleii of tetl and yellow 
flowers with a long, low, white house neartiy. That 
was how Hugh first saw l.amoir, in a ganbui, and nearby 
a long, low, white house with a hrnad flight of 
steps up to the open doorway arul tail, shining 
windows. 

Dazzling white the house mftmnl to him, Htigh said, 
hut that must have been Ix'cau* there wi« a vr-ry 
brilliant sun that aftemorsn. Tlieie wa.'i no nruse, 
except just summer noises, Juiil althmigh he didn’t 
remember actually seeing any birds there must have 
been a lot of birds about, because he heard then). And 
simply masses of flowers there were in that garden, 
red and yellow flowers, and over a grey wall auiru'wirere 
there was hung a thick curtain of flrwrr« that may have 
been blue roses. And they may very well lurve been 
blue rosa, Hugh said. And bang in t!»« tnichlle of all 
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those lowers was Lamoir, staring at Mm as 'he came 
{uto the garden. Hugh was so surprised, he said, tliat 
he didn't know what to say or do. 

He hadn't, you see, intended coming into that garden 
at all. He hadn't, a moment before, known an}ih.mg 
0 ,t all about that garden or whose garden it was or even 
that there was a garden there at ail. That is the funny 
part about the whole thing, the way it just sprung 
out at him, garden, Lamoir, blue roses and all, out of 
the summer afternoon. But there it was, and there 
Lamoir was, staring at Hugh. Not that she looked a 
bit surprised, Hugh said, although she was such a kid. 
She just stuck her finger into her mouth and came 
towards him. 

Hugh's father's place, Langton Weaver, lay on the 
slope of a low hill not far from Hungerford, looking 
over the plain towards where the old red Elizabethan 
pile of Littlecote lies embowered in trees. Hugh, that 
bright afternoon, was kicking his heels about in the 
lane outside his father's gates, which was, of course, 
against all rules. But Hugh was lonely that afternoon, 
be never had any brothers or sisters, and he was 
wondering what he would do next, and he was hoping 
that some one would come along to do something 
with — ^when, bang, there he was in that garden and a 
little kid advancing on him with a finger stuck in her 
mouth. It was very odd, Hugh said. 

'' Hallo ! " she said. AU eyes, that's what she was. 

" Hallo 1 " Hugh said. She was only a kid, after 
all. Hugh was nine. 

" You're a boy," she said. 

Of course I'm a boy," Hugh said, and he was goii^ 
to add, "just as you're a girl,” but a fellow couldn't 
stand there arguing all day with a slip of a thmg like 
that. Then he suddenly remembered he didn t know 
where he was. 
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"T say,” he said, "I don'l kinnv !nt\v 1 j'ni here. 
What’s this place ? " 

She twisted her finger mil >4 in i timiith ;uid .siared 
at the wet thing. Hugh nuniuhcieil that it shone 
in the snn. And her hair shtme in the sun, too, Hugh 
said her hair shone even when they w*Te in the shade. 
But of course he didn’t attach any iinpuitiince to that 
kind of thing. 

“ I say, where am I ? ” Hugh .iskerl again. He must 
have sounded pathetic, in spite of himwlf, 

"You’re here,” she .sakl. " What's your name ? ” 

"Hugh," he .said. "But, I s;iy, where's Imre? 
I’ve never seen that house before. My father's got 
the biggest hou-st! round here. I. angton Weaver. My 
father's Lord of the Manor, :md vvlirsi he*8 dead I’m 
Lord of the Manor.” 

" Oo I ” she .said, staring. 

Hugh said he felt friglitfully let down. Any other 
kid would have exalted the nuTita of her own house, 
but she just swallowed everything tmd stared at 
you. Hugh said he felt as though he Imd been 
boasting. 

" Our house doessn't look .so Jolly dean tut this," he 
said. " Rather live here, any day." 

And he suddenly realised he was speaking the truth. 
That was the amazing part of it, Hugh iwid, luddenly 
to fed that he would much rather live here than in 
his father’s house. With this kid. And from that 
moment, somehow, he forgot every particle of his 
surprise at being in that gartUm. 

" Wliat’s your name ? " he tusked. 

" Not got a name,” the kid said, " No name," AU 
legs and eyes, that’s what slw was. 

" But you must have a name ? " Hugh crW. " Every 
one s got names, even dogs and cat*. We*w got seven 
dogs, and theyVe aJI caUed after eftry day li, the w<»k 
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yi'ii can't call a dog Sunday, 

«iit! hrcaUik^sly, "I’m me." 

Ihjw do tlicy call vou when they 
,, fhimglit he'd got her there all right, 

' I jttst cDine," Jihe giggled. "I don't 
; ()<> ! JuMt come when I'm wanted. 

I* Ynit did, didn't you ? " 
j,'i, he w.rt dumbfinnuled. Jirainy, 
f\ her ! Ainhow, hadn't he wanted 
|i{K*.n ! But how had this kid known 

f) Hitting I " he warned her. 

' she Hiud, sinking her huger. " What’s 

{Iris place t " he askwl almost fiunti- 
jt got a name either ? " 
daymate I’lace." 

{high crinl. "Not I’laymate Place! 

CJW." 

^ twik her finger out of her mouth, 
,t ami screamed at one and the same 
(•idled Playmate Phice and Playmate 
;iatt* Place ! So there 1 " 
t ! " Hugh siuti. and he didn’t let on 
ijt his opinion of a house called Play- 
tigh says a hoy of nine would rather 
I a luiiisi* calk'd Playmate Place. It 
, But she Witt only a kid, after all, 
t knme anvlhing. 

r» mil now " the kid said, standing on 
ing at the other. 

much, Hugh sjud. She was going to 
-h site imM mi 1 " Beat you blind- 



To Lamoir 

“ Oo, you try ! " she K'ii’j', !<>»!, mA ••.he turwYl, and 
she flew.' She just flew, lli«h Al! hitavn legs 

and golden hair. He hadn’l .» rhatitc. Ihu he iim.st 
have been quite a niee hoy !<',dls. ihif;h •..tid, because 
he bt^gaii laughing at himstlf, !!•■ he.u this kid! 

She stopped, miles away, just under a treti. Hugh 
panted on. And they must have tun some distance, 
for the house and (he blue rows wiv no longer visible. 
Hugh couldn't remetnhet tiny o! (he paKieular.s of 
where they were now. 'riier.- was a .sense of (lowers, 
he said, clean floweis, a lot of flow. ts. And that tree, 
under which I-timoir was waititig for him. Of amrse 
he didn’t know sb' was bnuoir then That (tee seemed 
to him a big trees Hugh .•slid that when yon touelud it 
it smelt like a sort of echo of all the gotul smells you 
had ever smelt. 

But he hadn’t come quite up t« hei when she ttirnal 
and, before you could s,iy " knife," shinnwt up that 
tree ! 

" 1 say 1 ” cried Hugh. 

"Can’t catch me I ’’ panted ti little voice from among 
the l6av<ijs* 

"Can if I want to," said Hugh, lo»king up. All lie 
could see between the ie4ives w;k •aunething white. 

"Like you to want to," piiwd the something white, 
and Hugh fell in love fm the first iu»l hwt time in 
his life. 

Wlien he caught up with her. on a branch high up, 
she said " Oo 1 " and gave hitn a damp kiss on his 
cheek. She didn’t giggle or anything, she was as 
serious as a man playing orirket. Hugh fi U ratlter 
ashamed. 

"I.ook here," he said, tu wty wtinetlung, "■wiuit’s 
this tree called ? Never seen a ttw hkt: this before." 

"It’s a lovdy tree," site said, stating. " It’s railed 
Playmate Tree, of course." 
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"Thai’s a wifi wonl. playmate," Hugh rashly said. 

She stansi a( hmi with those big grey eyes, Hugh 
said, so (hai 1m> Ix'gan to feel weak, just weak with 
iaeannes.s. And tlum she said "Yowl” and wept 
Weill She Hugh didn't know what to do. 

stuck up tiwue on a hianch of a tree and this kid crying 
fit to break her kid’s heart. He kept muttering, " I 
say, T'in stury," and tilings like that, and then he 
found she w:ls somehow in hfo arms, and he kissing 
her and kis.Hing her hair. Her hair smelt like the tree, 
Hugh sani, ‘a> it must have been a funny sort of tree. 

" Kiss the tnv now," the small voice said. " You’ve 
hurt it." 

" Oh, I say I " said Hugh, but he did as he was told, 
and then they dimln-d <lown the magic tree in silence, he 
trying to help her and idinost breaking his neck. 'Ihqr 
walked .slowly hack, hand in hand, towards where the 
house was. thmugh tlu; sweet lush grass. There was 
music somewhere, Hugh said. Or maybe there wasn't 
and Iw! only thnuglit there was. And Hugh said that 
he was happiei at that moment than he had ever been 
since in hi.s whole life. 

Mustn’t laugh at words like playmate,” said the 
wi.se kid, " You’ll get hurt if you do." 

’’ 1 .say, I’d like to see you again,” Hugh said shyly, 
and he found himwlf walking on the dusty lane toward 
N.'uy'iigton ! He was almost in Nasyngton, he could 
see. <lown the slope, the thick old bridge over the 
Kennet. He must have walked two miles or more 
while he thought be was in that garden. Playmate 
Place. He stop{)ed to wipe his face, wondering pas- 
sionately. He was dimply streaming with perspiration. 
But what hail happened to that old garden, that's what 
puraled him. And that kid I That jolly little kid. 
He nihlied his cheek, but he cxuildn't be certain if 
there still was a damp patch where she had kissed him. 
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A'layhow, it would have dried by theji, and, anyhow 

again, he'd got so hot since. 

When he got home Hugh told Hugh's father the 
outline of his adventure, and Hugh's father told Hugh 
he had broken rules by being outside the gates at all, 
and that he must have been dreaming, but Hugh said 
passionately that he was sorry he had broken rules, 
but he hadn't been anything like dreaming, and Hugh's 
father told Hugh not to be an ass, and two years later 
Hugh's father died. 

Hugh did not see the garden of the white house again. 
Playmate Place. Hugh, as he grew up, blushed to 
thiTik of Pla3nnate Place. He had blushed at the 
time, and later on he blushed at the very thought of it. 
He wouldn't have dared let any of his friends at school 
even dream of his ever having swallowed such a soft 
3;am as the Playmate Place one. But, despite himself, 
the face of the kid whose name was to be Lamoir 
stayed with him, and her silver voice, and her enormous 
eyes. And now and then in his dreams, Hugh said, 
he would seem to hear the faint echo of an “ Oo I 


III 

It was almost twenty years to a day after the adven- 
ture of Playmate Place that Hugh met Lamoir at a 
party at Mace, Guy de Travest's place. Miss Cavell 
her name was. He recognised her, he said, at once, 
at very first sight. She had been seven then, and she 
was twenty-seven now, but he knew her on sight. 
And when she spoke, he was quite certain. Of course 
she di^'t suck her feger and say " Oo I '' any longer, 
but without a doubt Lamoir Cavell was the grown-up 
of the Md of Pla3?mate Place. And he actually found 
himself wondering, as he talked to her that time 
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at Miire, if st'*' him— and then he almost 

lg,y„l,Va ’aloud at lus childishiu'SK, for of course the 
whole thing had h- eii a buy’s dream. But it was very 
odd his (heamiiig about some one he was actually to 
meet tweut\ iatei. And once he fancied, as he 

turned to herV-iuldtiilv, that she was looking at him a 
little stnuigelv, in a j.uzzk^d sort of wiy maybe, with 
that smidl slanting smile i.d Hera as though she W£^ 
smiling at toaietiiin,!; she just hadn’t said. Oh, i-araoir 
must liav'e' lieen v^r ^ iHriurrful then 1 

She v/iis born in India, where old man Cavell w^ 
something in the Civil Servit'i;, and she had lived in 
India iiut'.l ie<-ently. when her father cUed. Hugh, that 
first titne, askt^d her if she had ever been m England 
as a child, and she ,s;ud, staring at him in a way that 
seeme<i so’ familiar to him that his heai't gave a throb : 
" Only in dreams. " Hut he didn't tell her about the 
Pla}'inale Place ihc.n. Then was the time to tell her, 
tlien or never. He never told her. 

Tht‘V walkeil iti enchantment, those two, tor tnc 
next few days. < bn- de Trav<^s1 has told me since that 
the whole house partv went about on tiptoe, so as not 
to disiurb Hugh and Cimoir in their exquisite contem- 
plation of their triumph over ili.e law of life, which is, 
of course, unknowable, but must Ix^ pretty depressing. 


scring wlr.it litV ih. 

Thm wen man id in ihe little village church at 
Mace, au<l Hilary Townsheiid was Hugh’s best man, 
and Hilary has lohl me since that he dmost 
•a:c them goiuf; away-knowing as he 
Hilaiv saiil, that Hugh and Lamoir had taken the one 
.slep in hie which will wake any couple up from any 

Iliieh conlimiallv pulled at the stiff grey affair on 
his uppwr-lip as he loUl me of his marnage. Its 
Playmate Place," he said, " that is important m the 
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story: mach more imjHiH.mt th.ui niv tuanicd iife_ 
laimoir uud I nuviT qtiilf I'liMuafr I 'Lice in 

actual life. We were in i»( tt soiuftimrs when 1 
let Lainoir have iier Ue;wi- Hal 1 unly we tii.u now, 1 
didn't realise it then." 

He said that afiout tlw irniwtai're i.f !'l,ivm.ife Place 
quite seriously. And, you know. I toi.k it ijmtt; as 
seriously. A dreaui or vi.ion oi wlnucvrt it w.i.s, tliat 
has lasted fresh in a man's ninid finus the ;qte of nine 
to the tige of forty-uiue is. .dt« j all, ,i fhiitj; lu U* t.iken 
seriou.sly. I haven't, w .i tulr, itin< h jsitieiit'e with, 
dreams; and there's a di'.d tmi luia h I.dk of dnsuns 
in the novels of the d.iv, fui ea .v to wi iie " dieam,” 
but Hugh’s, as Ihey wy, t.oiirt " got " m,-, 

He neva spoke aCstut it to Laiisui. "1 iMg.m to, 
several times," he said. ” but aim* how 1 n* v.-i went 
on. You see, there was suth a dilfeirme l« iw**f!i our 
life t(^ethcr and the way we h.id Iwrn tog* ilu-r in that 
garden. I mean, hih Ii a treinrmlons ihifei* ntc lu «.pirit. 
She w:ls the siunc, but 1 well, I was the s.iinc t<x>, 
but only that ' siune ‘ whirli ha*! )r**ied at the word 
‘pla>Tnate.’ It's dilluull to rspl.tin. 1 knew, \ on see, 
as I said things that might Imit hei, fh.it I w.« in the 
wrong— and I didn't want in .'wy tb. ni, i’iih**r but 
somehow it was in me to >*.iv tla in. and so 1 Nukl them. 
It’s somehow the impulM-i* you i.ui't pm into words 
that are the sfrongi.-st." 

The marringc of Hugh anti liuimij apiraied P* have 
gone much the siune way ns mij?.i m.ii t At first 
th^ were very iiappy, and tliry wrie iputr ret l. an. 
that they were going to In' rvpti h.ippiri. 'Ihrii they 
thought that perhaps they wttif? iiiff mi liJijijiy an Ihey 
hatl been, aixd then they wrrr inuyn ih 4 t they 
were mt m happy as lliey tiiid Ntil Itmth »utl it 
was more or less like that. 

Hugh, at the time, imi ihm^jin jitiVAtrly tliat this 
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^is bcai«'-.t! Uainir diil not take very much mtcrcst 

his a)ll(‘cti<>u.s ot fine things. Not that lie wjusu’t 
fluite contentctl with his nituriage. Good Lord, con- 
? t(xll I wmuli’i wliat Lamoir thouRirt iiboat that. 
Contented 1 Bid she never con&Icd, that quiet 

a great nnhappitiess to her, Hugli said, tliat 
there were no clhlilren. A v<Ty grtsit unluippimss. 
He iiacin't, lie admit ted, minded so mneh, becai»; 
vear by Y'-it I*- growing more alxsoihed in his 

rciileetiims. Thimsghont his miurieti iifejie would go 
off Msuchiuf, IhniqK- for pii-trs. Italy, Greece, vSpain. 
At liist he «sed to take Uunoir with him, but later on 
she would stay :U home. She pnderred that, Ilngli said. 
She wouldn’t 'st ay in the lanahin hoitse, but at Laiigton 
Weaver, the hou:,e whieli was larger hut not so deui- 
l(X)kinK as Playmate !‘hii'e. I^antoir livetl in the garden 
am! the t«wk. I met H«t:h mrel Lamoir in the last 
years of theit iife togefheu'. and whenever I went to 
stay at I^Uigtcm W«%iv«a f w<»wld thid Lamoir 
park. She would generally lx; standing ju.st off a 
path, quite still, wearing gaid.-niitg giwes, and looking 
thoughtfully down at the flowers. Then she would 

touch one here am! there. She w;« gardening. 

So, Hugh saki. ten years passed luid he, when he 
thought of it at all, would think thmrs a happy «io^h 
inaniage. as marriages go. LVahty, after idl, » 
he so gtKxl its <h cants, ever. Tluit ^ what he 
And he loved Lamoir, He wa.s a collector of fine thiii^, 
and so it was bn si in his bone to love Lamoii’. 
loved him, f«x., Sometimes in quite 
doned way, for a woman who had been inarntd so 
lojiK, In ipiite ttu un-Knglish way. f 
tlui^k of it~-althou«h it 

to be jmsioimte, but one f^ts into the hab ^ 

the idiotic things that fcagUah novelists say. Lara 
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wmiM s?iy thmgn Awi beautiful, in the 

rar€ momeiiils* But, scniifluw, thit»^4‘ nirt^si iiif^meiits, 
would never be of ffughn not after the 

first, year or Thity winihl *. Mini* NUiicifuly, out of 
the night of ordinary itjairiagr, tlirv would ronie like 
angels with silent And Luiuet would k the 

voice of the aiigd witli siltiif and Lamoir in 

those rarest mofmiits woiiid U' itir vriy Ixuly and sttiil 
of Buf lltigh eoiildad iIiom* nioinents, 

Perhaps no niait ever ran. If iii4\ h\ IIu|,di said, 
that there's a frontier to aii\ ^oiiuiids love foi jmy 
miui, and l^ej^md ilnit fioiiiifu n. ihf unknowable 
darkness ami tinknowal^lr liidil, and from iliiii Sixtet 
place can lea{.^ a passion I hut no iiuui in tlir world 
is worthy to mni. h pist roini-^ or if clotXHn't 
lome. 

Tlu^; rnoiiients dki no! I'oinr whrn hr llioiight they 
would, when he €X|W(led ilirni *^iir W'ouJd soinclicw 
be passive then, ‘^uneherw ihrii yrt not there. Then 
suddenly, when l-ie had p*iit to liir Jiuit (d Iut 

''coldness,"' mi oi the niglit of nnlinaiy marriage 
would swt^ep the siugel with fhr sihiii wings in tiie 
body and the voice cif Hugh sidd that 

sometime the song of llir .Hunn was in lamcdr's 
voice, but if Hugh wiis liglil almiii that IJlym 
must have been }iist a mlly old iiiaii and the sums 
darlings. 


IV 

For ^Hugh, his pleasure in iriivrlliiig wm given an 
exquisite |K>mt by retuniiiig in I.iiinoii, Thai 
when he seenu^d tu bve liei 1110%!, a% Im rftfitiiiitl to 
her. , ^One gets out of flic hibit of l#itfg if one 

stays in the home all the time. And liUiiiJir would 



'Po Lamoir 


and still. He thought of her 
n i ni^* ^b.e retiarued towards her. 

years ago, he returned to her by night. 

-J;. ^ ^'way from England for four or j&ve months, 
I thsLf evening in London, he had dined 

quicKi} tiahen. the first train down to Langton 

^ J’^ly night, loaded with 

stars. j' lnLa,<3. waJJked the two miles from the railway 

SUlttnlt. 


Hiuth wa^ li,api> 5 ?‘ he walked. He was conscions 
of hi> ^*^>pi3aess, of his health, of his strength, Hugh 
wiw fnu,v ^ dry, taut forty. And the idea of 

Lainon, and supple, was like a temptation that 

ox;iltt‘d fmcl eiuiolbled. The sky was almost Itahan, 
tJhe sta-xs were so unusually clear and bright, 
lit' wulkt tl^ xxot xxp the drive towards the door, but 
acrusfi tlif Iq^-vto towards the three french-windows of 
the iiniwii:tg.~.rooin. They showed a faint bronze light. 
Luneir wa.s tlaere^ She was sitting in a Dorothy chair 
of (4d l^lu^Sf v^elvet, xeading. A lamp in a howl of yellow 
anilMi' lit tlx^e hoolc, but her face was only a frail white- 
ro*SH, aiui Ixceir hair* was as though veiled He pushed 
o{K!n a WTtrxciow which was unlatched- He called : 

i^iie madlesi that gesture he knew so well, loved so 
well, lainoir wotaJLd not be Lamoir without that gesture, 
Alw;iV?i» at: first sight of him retiniimg to ^ her, she 
won It I fnak^ tihat gesture. It was delicdoxis with a lure 
witirli lie ixcjv^er could explain. It was as though she 
\\\i\ ufi.iici of horr love for him. Towards her he^, 
th<‘ i^isltiro was z but faint, not definite-— a hand, like 
;i wliiti* bird fluttoring, fluttering vainly, fluttering out 
ttf sf JBntteirijng back into stillness— all in a second. 

yoix see^ had a weak heart, and that .was why, 
iiiiivtw, she was l>om so still, to balance the weakness 
of lift Iii^art:.' 




a 
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And it was alway^s the same with him when he saw 
her after an absence. The world stood still, no living 
thing moved but Lamoir's hand and his infinite desire. 
The pleasure of seeing her was exquisite, like a pain. 
In aH his life Hugh had known no woman but Lamoir. 
Seeing her now, the earth and sky held only himself 
and her and the thing that was between them. T^t 
vivid thing with eyes of fire which can be beautiful 
or beastly. She troubled him and exalted him, and 
somehow his love for her would be stabbed by a queer 
sense of terror, which he never could explain. And 
she was so still, so passive, unknowable. But her eyes, 
as he made to touch her, adored him. 

She lay beside him a long time in the delicious silence 
of love before she spoke and said : " Good-bye, 

Hugh.'^ 

He thought she must have gone mad. He stared 
at her, through the darkness. ''Good-bye?'* he 
echoed. 

“Yes,” she said, and that was all she said. 

He had put out the light in the bowl of yellow amber. 
He lay in the darkness, understanding nothing. Then 
his mind grew darker than the room, and he just 
managed to say : — 

“ But, Lamoir, are you mad ? Good-b5re I What do 
you mean ? ” 

She did not answer for what seemed a long time. 
She was a soft darkness in the dark room, beside him. 
The night was a blue curtain over the windows hung 
with stars like toys. He touched her, as though to prove 
to himself that he was not dreaming. He must be 
dreaming. But she was there, beside him, soft, warm : 
Lamoir, his wife. And the stars on the windows were 
as though at his finger-tips, but XiUmoir was un- 
touchable. She was untouchable, suddenly. She was 
most untouchable when he touched her. It seemed 
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wroiif^ li«i. 'rii'it maik hiiB aiigry, He 

'‘I'm danuird, lir said, d I imderstand wlxat aJl 
tills in about ! 1 \mw afU*r months away, and 

you Kiy K'Xi'M'y';! " . . „ 

“I don't think, Mti‘ twiid, that I can explain. 

■■jSfnt lif'iW, . . * 

He laiiKhotl. She w;tH K<'iiig away, and she didn’t 
trouhin to (‘ispkiin why I 

Ifo u.tnii'd hnr to %av : " D(*n’t be bitter, please 1 ” 
Bui shf wa*; silfut. Stir w.w iH-sitlo him, yet her breath 
auH‘ fiotn artoHS the umvfr;.c. And what on earth 
was it all abutt ? 

"but do yon mf.tn vou want to leave me?" he 
Jiskod. lo.touiuirt!. iUlKiy. 

She siiui : *’ 

" Lunmir ! ” 

Slit- siiid : " I fJut't Iwar it any longer, Hugh. I love 
you t«K> imirh." 

He n'pfutrd iiiuitioiUy : *' You love me too much ? ” 
Now sta; wiw standing, a shadow in the darkness, 
aw.ty {mm him, a milliot) mihis away from him. He 
was silrnt. All the iiwidr of him went silent. Suddenly 
tluit’ wore no wcucb, no need for words, no Lamoir, 
no Hugh. N«»thing but the primal nothingness before 
Adam. He wnuUl not hold her for a moment if she 
wished to leave hm. 

"You will uiiderstaiul," she said. You see, 1 
want to bt frif tit love ytm, mid you won't let me. You 
will uiKlerMaw! that. ti*o. dod has given me no chil- 
dren, Hugh. He hM given me only my love for you. 
That is all I have, and ! have l>een sacrificing it to smu 
for ten year* ; hut nt»w I am growing afmid for it, it s 
kH'omr tiUdi » {WHirj wretched bit of a tiimg* 

and so I must U-ave jam. I owe that to myself, deai- 
and to the you iitaitle you." 
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And he said, dcspit** hiinw H, th,u he her 

What was so striuifjc Wits fliai, 'tuidt'tilx', hi had ovised 
to feel like her hu.s!».UHi, sntidmly it st-fiiud to him 
inconceivable that h«* liiwl imsstsscd Ikt ronutless 
times. InconceiviiMi- that hr at;<i •Im* hail ticmi Q^g 
when now they wen* m» apatt It luul si einct! so etisy 
then to touch her- mw, imt .1 hfi tinn- Winihl suiirmunt 
the barriers she luul taiseni In twifji therjj. Ih- stidilenlv 
thought: "GirtHi honi, how i«. kv I've been in the 
past — and I never kitew it 1 " 

He was going to nmeh her, when like a Itlmv on ilie 
face he reaUstd that to tom fi hn wmihi h,* niiieeimt 
She was not his wif> . Snti.ienlv, .dMiiilSy, tic ihoaelit 
of Soames Forsyte, of .John * ..dswotiliy. Ilugli had 
always disliked (ial.suorthy lor his iteation of hoisyte 
a man who amid lajH- lus wife. ' ' 

Limoir said suddenly : ” There w ill h- mu, t her ehanee 
later on " 

He leapt at that. I.atei oii ? laiinoir, you mean 
you will come back } " 

"No," she said. "I dhin’t tneiin that. 1 sliall 
never come back.” 

"You will,” he mid tx-twmi his ttsrth, and with a 
great effort of will he took hrt in hh arms. 

But afterwaid-s she went aw,,y. ,md she never came 
back 


We were silent for a long time after liiigli had sl 

of the way Umoir had left him. And then he said: 

Of TOur^ she was right. I did wndeistand. later on. 
uiat a why I have niiule no attempt In mv her ihe-M' 
mt nine years. Lovt!, you has matnv nnwks. We 
shp on one or other of them, and mi wy. ’ Thi-i is love,' 



T'> Lamnir 

nnllv it’s "iilv .t tiiini.iu of love. And a fraction 
T love . ui b- tlie uei'atinn ot luve. Love is enormous 
. .liiheoit W.' nni:«l !• arn lew to love, as we. must 
W!1 l ow to j.Ku- innsie. 1 did not know how. But I 
t!,n s,r l.atn.'ii soon. 1 •(in pniiR to Algeria next 
week.' I l-^ve !«rn u.uitiug to go for a^long time, 
but 1 must ju '.t wait .uio'her few days-- ” 

Hut Hu ’’‘U wHy Hh ytui wiiit t'Vt'.u unu ciciy i I 
r,’l " i,..ni.iir is Inui'.iiig to see you ; I know she 


<( Itiii 1 mu 't wall toui oi livi* days or so. 1 or 
.. .,rt of .uimven.uv. Mv ide.i, if you won't laugh at 

mueh, IS to e i'iaianate flare again and then 
?nt will mse me .i • hie ms to how to detd with Lamoir 
it I S. :■ h. r i.i the tlesiu r.a sure it will give me a 
duo And Lu. sure 1 sli..!! see it again, m thrte or four 
from today. I d hko to. immensely Of cour^ 
it won’t liar, t hattgeci one hit, btit T wonder tf lamoir 
•mii I will liave g,towit ti}). If we have, it Will be rather 

W..O it? Or maybe th. 

ree will I-uno .-.lowu t<«.. though it seemed huge enough 
It the time. V.m see, th. thing st'ems to go m cycles 
of twenty year!., more or less. 1 stiw the garden for 
the fiist tiiiie on a June tlay in my ninth year. I met 
Umoir for the Inst time on a June day 
sanit! one. in my twenty iimth year. And 
fortv-nine and the tlay falls m three or 

garden ':H;ain <m that day. or I Sf* Umoir htrsclf, 

.(ll****,:..*.,. ....... .U ' 

"Or?" T s.u<l. "Or what?" 

” Well, <.<«! kn.tws ! " Hugh smiled. at Aat 

stiff fiev thing on his uptter lip, and on the davm o 
the fourth thiv ftom that night Hugh 

Ilf Jhe kt.Vrt* of Hytie Park ly mg at the foot of 
real tree neat the Alitert Gate, dead of a broken neck. 
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At the inqiaest there wjis read mit u letter honi his 
wife's Iaw>r.rs, which had been (ieJivettHl at Hugh's htmse 
on tlie moniing after his <ieath luid which he couldn't 
therefore, have: read, siiying fliat they iiad ht'ard by 
wire from Algeria that his wife luui tind uf heail' failure 
the day before. 



The 

Ghmil q! 
Gulden 
Green 



iT is fortunate that the affair should have 
happened to Mr. Ralph Wyndham Trevor 
and be told by him, for Mr. Trevor is a 
scholar of some authority. It is in a spirit 
of almost ominous premonition that he 
begins the tale, telling how he was walking slowly up 
Oa.'vies Street one night when he caught a crab. It 
need scarcely be said that Davies Street owes its name 
to that Mary Davies, the heiress, who married into the 
noble house of Grosvenor. That was years and years 
ag^o, of course, and is of no importance whatsoever now, 
bxat it may be of interest to students. 
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The Ghoul of (tohler^ Grern ! 

It waa very late «m /; wtnh'i's iu;,'h!, .in.i 'Af. Tn;vor \ 
was depressed, fot !»* had ihit hwi a j^u'at i 

deal more than he onihi .ittoid ,ii the ca.ti-f.'iinM* of i 
auction-bridge Davies Stien was tleseifed ; and the 
moon and Mr. Trevor \v,tlki <‘ alone towards Berkeley 
Square. It w:is not the w»! of iiunui ilm* hir, Trevor 
remembered having wtii hefnte. It wa.s. indeed, the 
sort of moon one usually ineetH only in Imoks or wine. 
Mr. Trevor wus solwr. 

Nothing happenwl, Mr. Ttevot aflinns, for quite a 
while ; he just wtilked, ami, at that eoniej where D.ivies 
Stret^t and Mount Street join tugrdher the better to 
become Berkeley Square, stayerl his walking, with the 
idea that he wordd stKithe his dei)ie.s.si«jn witli the fumes 
of a cigarette. His eigarette howrvt i, was empty. 
AU London, .say.s Mi. Tievoi, appMu-d to be empty 
that night. Borkehy Squ.iir lay pallid and ih'solate: 
looking clear, not us though witfr tmwnilight, hut with 
dead daylight ; and mwer a voire to psu life into the 
still streets, never a bns-w to piav with thi^ bits of 
paper in the gutters or to sing among the dry houghs 
of the trees. Berkeley Squaie liHikrd like uotliiiig so 
much as an old stiigc-pro[x*rty that no one had ;uiy 
use for. Mr. Trevor had no use at all for it ; and bt'came 
definitely antagonistic to it when a taxi-cab crawled 
wretchedly across the waste white expaimy and the 
driver, a man in a Homburg hat of grreti plu.sh, lookeil 
into his face with a beseeching hxtk, 

" Taxi, sir ? " he said. 

Jfr. Trevor says that, not wanting to huif the man’s 
feelings he just looked another way. 

"Nice night, sir," said the driver mifauiWy, "for a 
drive in an 'ackney-aurriage." 

" I live,” said Mr. Trevor with rcutsaint, " only a 
few doors oft. So hackney-carriage to von," 

" No luck I " sighed the driver and arr^derated madly 
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awa-y *'y^-*’* as IfeXj- Trevor changed his mind, for would 
it tio* ajd to drive to the nearest cofiee-staU 

aftd some eicarettes ? This, however, he was not 

to da, for there was no other reply to his repeat^ 

I " but certain heavy blows on the 
I^avies Street behind him. 

" VVantixig ^ sir ? " said a voic 


^^* 7 OT^lCCl. 

WantixiK a. -raxi sir ? " said a voice which could 
„„ly belong® i^licemao. 

“ Certa-miy t. said Mr. Trevor bitterly. I never 

w-ant a ta:xi, iBnt now and then a taxi-driver thrusts 
himself 0X1 me amd pays me to be seen in his cab, just 
to if a tone Next question.” 

" tio I " sai<a the policeman thoughtfuhy. 

" y-onr -pardon ? ” said Mr. Trevor. 

" Ido I ’ ■* sai< 3 . the policeman thoughtfuhy. _ 

“ Tile extent of your vocabolary,” said Mr. Trevor 
gloomily. “ leads me to conclude that you must have 
been horn a gentleman. Have you, in that case, a 
cigarette yon could spare? ’ 

“ <Sasipers.'* said the polic 


am no 


raspers,'* said the policeman. 

Tlxanlc yon.” said Mr. Trevor, rejertmg them. 


^ yoxi, saiu. mi. 

no stranger* to ptomaine-poisoning.” 

That's ihinnv,” said the poUceman. "your saying 


that. I was jnst* thinking of death.” 


r>eath ? said Mr. Trevor. 
Yon'-ve said it,” said the policeman. 
I've said ,wh.at ? ” said Mr. Trevor. 
I>eath . " 

Oh, 


death/ constable. It’s my favounte word 
” Ghonlish, I calls it, sir. Ghoidish, no 
” Tixat; en-tirely depends,’ said „ ghoulish 

wlmt yon are talking about. In some th gs, g 
is as glionlish does. In others, no. -r,# ghoulish 

“ Yon'^^e said it.” said the poh^. But g^ig 

goes, in this 'ere affair. One after the other lying 





3 in 


X* 


llM'ir mm Wodd, mu.l 
nm a si^^a I ” 

Oli, Dinu% run.dahlr '’ } : 

iiKirk in the hU.^ui ^ ' 

** Fn! fi'llifu*' vuii/* .!!'! 

'*C^rps«^^ slit tu rihlH-!;*. .iH 
'Eatli to this 'm 'Btitkl«;v 
what; I ri!;lcs iny^v«‘!f. Ati^i wU\ ? 

"'Of M'l. 1*u vi, r ^ 

have kva a hit nf naiuins Ud h. ff, 
sarrly, as fiiany 3i'< all ?l.;i! ! *’ 

** Fni aaniiif; fu ttia* '.tid tfir 

“ \Vf duith alliiw <tf iiir Pfi-.., 

qa;ii1er nf thfin. Nrs f;u 1Fa?’s 
these lansf, h-w da'ue A in<*!'** | 
rat'ely atis«‘n in ftie 
uiiVjmhaif ksfialii V 
ordinarv itetids hke 


ii tkimb- 


l«'h* einao severely, 
*^va\ f’uiii 'Aiiipstead 

\nduhy? That's 


flieia 

ha ! 


e^itniidy 
hhu not, 


I ‘ 

If p 
W I'if 

din! 


f I II an sevri'fly, 
rnfire'n'a 

If iSifiie 10^ 

MMiiitiaii 


haiiuaia m! idifi.h riiino. The 
Inav well haie 


if ! 
\ uH1 


rnuaiial 
and jjiin 


snapp'd Ml , Trevnn 

l“'!ii.!n,ui, "You 

> " I *!t<n'i. I>() j'^ju 

Ji.it i wnuMji't ';ive 
' uniiii.tl if he had 


“ I <i<iii’l }N-lii‘V<' ,i wiitil Ilf if ' 

” H<», >’i'M ihm'f I ■' aid ih. 
don't I " 

"That's right," s;uil Mi . 'f'll V(it 
mean to .stand thru* .m.i frlJ me 
'eard—I mean, have hcaiil of jtn' 
really cxi.stiHi ? ’’ 

" Yuu'n* a gwit." siid flu- {-.lo.in.m, 

'pnn've .s;d«nt,'’ ssiii! Mi. h.voi, 

AikI gt’Dls, Slid till* jsilii I unit), ‘’know (lotliinj’ 
And wlwt they th. know is mould,' hvei 'eai.l id 
Jack the Kipiier ? " 

I 'ave." sititi Mi Ttivm hittr-ilv 
" //ave is light, sii, if vou'l! ex. le-- me Well, 
Jacks death was never lighily }.iovrd, imi it 1 So it 
might Well {w 'im at '« old tiuks aft.uu, . s' n though 
e has rctinsl, in a rii.muet ,d fhfsi' 

forty ycaig. Reiimisetess ar ! lundiivLi illiUjilir llllIHlef, 
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gwift and Miif, Hji'. ja k’s line, if you remember, 
sir." 

“Before niy time,” said Mr. Tievor gloomily. 

“Well, Jack's methnd was just to slit 'cm up with 
a razor, fmutwi.'-u- and from south to north, and not a 
blessed 'word sj«)keu. No one’s touched 'ira yet, not 
for efficiency. Imt this new chap, 'e looks like catching 
Jack up. And at ;f ark's own game, razor and all. 
Makes a mmi fair sick, sir, to see the completed work. 
Just slits 'em up us dean as you or me might slit up a 
vealanaiibpie. We was l.iying Ixds on 'im over at 
Vine Slm-i only to night, citriuns like to see whether 
'e’d beat jack's lecoiai. Hut it'll take some beating, 
I give you my word. Up to date this chap 'as only 
done, in twelve in thn*c wi'ekS'“nQt that thats alf 
bad, s(.'eing a.s how 'e’.s new to thti game, more or less.” 

“ Oh ratht r, more oi less ! ” s;iid Mr. Trevor faintly. 
"Twelve I Oood Ood - only twelve! But why— why 
don't you cafeh the (Jiastly man ? '' 

“ Ho. wliy don't we ! ” said the policeman. " Becos 
we don’t k'lKJW 'ow, that’s why. Not u.sl It’s the 
little one-cnip'U’ men we’re gtKtd for, not thc.se 'ere big 
artists. I-ook at Jack tlie Kipjx‘r— did we catch 'im ? 
Did w«‘ ? And hs'k at Julian Raphael— did we catch 
'im ? I'm asking you.” 

“T know you are,” stud Mr. Trevor gratefully. 
" Thank you.” 

" 1 <!on't want your fluuiks,” said the policeman. 
"I'm just wauling you.” 

Mr. Trevor gasjHsi : " Warning «« I" 

“You've s;ud it,” said the ptilicaanan. “You don t 
ought to !«• out alone at this time of night, an earty 
rliiip lik^* you» twciviD 6S sJrpady don© 

in were all 'rsirty young diaps. 'E's partial to em 
'{•arty I <lo hi lieve. And social gents some of em was, 
too, with top-'ats to hsmd, just like you might be now, 
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sir, mniuf; 'nnit' finm -t Mui>knis: < i.sn .>ii tlin 

Ripp'r all ovw tltii' -- wi-i ’ --i,*, (hat 

this ’ere new cnrpsi* faiinei , 'r .liin't -j-cm t(* fancy 
women at all. 

"A chaps' nitmleret. what!” siud Mr. Trmw 
faintly. " Ha-ha I What f " 

" You’ve sitkl it." sju«l tin- jwtii. i man. " Bni yon 
never know ytH« luck, sir. And in.tvlx' iw 'ow thirtu-n’s 
your lucky mimlwr." 

Mr. Trevor lays emphasis on the fju i that tlirfuihlmut 
he treated the constahle with f!»f coujte.sv <hie from a 
gentleman to the law. He im-relv wiid : ” i'onstable, 
I :un now going home. I do not like you very much. 
You are an alarnnst, Atid ! hojw that wltpn' yon go 
to sleep to night yottr ears swell mi that when ymt wake 
up in the morning ytm will Ix' able trj (ly straight to 
Heaven and never Is- set tt or heard of jigam. Ytin and 
your razors and your thir teens f 

"Ho, they ain't mine, far ftoni it I ” said the jsdiet,'- 
man, and even as he spoke a voice misheil uikih the 
silence from the direction of Mount Street The voice 
belongesl to a tail ligure in black and white, aiif! on his 
head was a top-liat that shone wmfer the fsdlid inwiii 
like a monstrous black jewel 
"That there," said the jHiliceman, " is a Nmta*,'’ 

" He's .singing," salt! Mr. Trevor, 

" I'll teach 'im singing ! '* mid the iKilictHtan 
Sang the voice 

" With m AosI 0/ fmiom fttmieit, 

Wheftnf I am (tmmantlf*. 

With a imning 
And a harm v) atr 
To the wHdttmsn I waitdff." ' 

" You will " said the ficdieettian '' Oh. yeu will f " 
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“ Hv a knight of ghosts and shadows 
I •wnmtrned am to tourney 
7 I n leagues beyond 
77if wide tearld’s end — 
Miihinks et is no journey t ” 


" N<’t to Vine Stn**'!, it isn’t,” said the policeman. 

" Ho tUcff 1 '■ fiinl the approaching voice. “Who 
dares inicrnspt my souk ! ” 

■‘Beau M.ituriii!” itivd Mr. Trevor gladly. “It’s 
not yon ! Hravtj, Bean Matuiin ! Sing, bless yon, 
siiif, i Fur T am rU'prossod." 

*' from Heaven’s Gate to Hampstead Heath 
Young fiaCihits and his crew 
(lantf tumbling dmnn, and o'er the town 
7 hilt bursting trumpets blew." 

“Fim* big gctut, your friend," said the policeman 
thoughtfully. 


"dwd when they heard that happy word 
Hi'iieemen leapt and ambled: 

The busmen pranced, the maidens danced. 
The men m bowlers gamboUed.” 


" Biff t ” stiid Mr. Trevor. “ Big ? Let me tell you, 
con.stabk;. that the last time Mr. Maturin hit Jack 
Dnnpsey, Dvxntw'y bounced back from the floor so 
quick that he kiiocktd Mr. Maturin out on the rebound 
Ml . Trevor says that Beau Maturin came on through 
the night like an avenger through a wilderness, so Ihde 
(lid h(' reck nt rrud moons and rude poheemen. Sad 
he : " (hKabeveiiing, Ralph. Good-evening, constable. 

Lo. 1 am ill wine 1 ’* ... 

“ You've said it/' said the poUceman. 
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Gently, my dear 1 Or/' said Mr. Maturin cordially, 
** I will dot you one, and look at it which way you like 
it Is a far far better thing to be in wine than in a 
hospital. Now, are there any good murders going 
to-night ? " 

^ing ? ” said the constable. “ I'm 'ere to see 
there ain't any coming. But IVe Just been teUing 
this gent about some recent crises. Corpses slit 
to ribbons just as you or me might slit up a 
vealanam " 

" Don't say that again ! " snapped Mr. Trevor. 

“ By Heaven, what's that ? " sighed Mr. Maturin ; 
and, following his intent eyes, they saw, a yard or so 
behind them on the pavement, a something that glit- 
tered in the moonlight. Mr. Trevor says that, without 
a thought for his own safety, he instantly took a step 
towards the thing, but that the policeman restrained 
him. It was Mr. Maturin who picked the thing up. 
The policeman whistled thoughtfully. 

'' A razor, let's face it I " whispered Beau Maturin. 

‘'And sha^ ! " said the policeman, thoughtfully 
testing the glittering blade with the ball of his thumb. 

Mr. Trevor says that he was never in his life less 
conscious of any feeling of excitement. He merely 
pointed out that he could swear there had been no 
razor there when he had come round the comer, and 
that, while he had stood there, no one had passed 
behind him. 

"'The chap that owns this razor," said the policeman, 
^phasising each word with a gesture of the blade, 

must 'ave slunk behind you and me as we stood 'ere 
talking and dropped it, maybe not finding it sharp 
enough for 'is purpose. "V^at do you think, Mr. 

But Mr. Maturin begged to be excused from think- 
ing, protesting that men are in the hands of God, and 
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Qo(j is in tilt* i' uitiH tt( wuiiicn iind t>o what the devil 

)« rticre Id IhiiiK uiKiut ? i 

“ Mr Trevor that the mutive Wirnd his remark 
.tThat moment, wlii. }> wan t«. tlm e«w.t that he simply 
” .inne „„r.:ly tl.al he »» lhi>sty. 

A diick stnick iwo. . , ^ ;t, 

tin: ; and he seemed, 

Mr. Trevor grin ovilly, ^ m. f«rtn 

''Wlrit do they know of lajum, sighed Mr. Matiirm, 

-who only Cito’s know ? Come, Ralph. My love, ste 
iiltol me hut (he uther iii«ht- Tlu-rcf«»re I will swim 
n wine ami tin ice will 1 tall u\v<n her name when I 
am drownii.p Constable, K«H«l-ninh1 to yo«- 
" Now I’ve wariietl yon ! ” the piliceman c,Uled after 
them " Ikm't go into any alleys or passages like 
Susdowne Passage. el«‘ you'll be finding yourselves 

slit tip like vrulnuanopic^/’ 

Maybe it was only the treacherous light of the moon, 
but Mr. Trevoi faneitHl as he l(K)kcd bi^ that the 
policeman, where hr sttxxl fboughthiUy fingenng e 
shining bl.adty .seeimsl lo !« grmnmg evilly at them. 


n 

They walked in silence, their st^P® 
on the bittrr<hill air. 'The night 
at the white dizain of the 
who s|«>ke at last, saying : There s tw mu^ 
of murder to-night, A man ^nnot go to jAe 

crude talk. You know me, kid. Shall we g ^ 

Carden of My across the moon- 

At that moment a taxi-c.ib crawiea 

Ught; and the driver, a at 

gLn plush, did not attempt to hide his pleasure 
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being able to satisfy tlie Kentlfjiu-u’h tcqiu-st to take 
tVm to The Garden of Mv GrandnuUhet. 

Mr. Trevor says that h** h i' tairly ohanci'd uix)n a 
more unsatisfactorj* taxi cal » th.in that lirivcii by the 
man in the Homburg hat *4 plus],. Hv closing 
one's eyes one might fwihaps hair iTcateil an illasion 
of movement by reason of roi.iiu internal shrieks 
and commotions, but when one sm the shjw proces- 
sion of shops Iry the wimiowH atui the lamp-jKwts 
loitering by the curb, one u> Ih-au M.tturin {xhnted 
out, jtLstified in bclieviug ttiaf the lutckney i ab in 
question was not going fast enough to outsfiip a retired 
Czecho-Slovakian \iltnir.il m .ui egg juni sjxxin nire. 
Nor were they altogtthei sutpused when the taxi-cab 
died on them in Conduit Street. The iimn in the Hum- 
burg hat of green plu-sh juui|‘ed out *u»d tiinl to re start 
the engine. faihxl. The gentlemen within awaited 
the Issue in silence. The sileme, iiavs Mr. Trevor, 
grew terrible. Hnt the tsuti eali moved not, ami the 
man in the Homburg hat «»f gfrrii plush btgiui. in his 
agitation, thumping the uubmrttor with his cfcnchetl 
fist. 

" No petrol," he pleaded. " No petrol. '* 

Said Mr. Trevor to Mr. Matwnn : ** Let iw go. Litt 
us leave this man." 

" 'Ere, my fare I " *»id the fellow. 

"Your fare?" said Mr. Malurin, with contracted 
brows. "What tio you iimwi, your fare ' ? " 

" Bob on the meter," saitl the wretch, 

“My friend will pay," said Mr. Maturm, ami stalkid 
away. Mr. Trevor say* that, white retaining throughout 
the course of that miserable night his undoubted Mr 
for generosity, he amid not but hold Beau MiitmiiiV 
mgh-handed disavowal of hN rrsjioiwHhllitiea ttf;.iiii.st 
him ; and he was hurrying after him up Conduit Stiwt, 
tunung over such phra*» m might lawt point the 
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occasion aiul ■ Mf. Miturin ashamed of himself, 
when tlnit fneny i^^iuieman .-Avimg round sharpl}^ 
aaclsaiii: “ Ssh 1" 

But Mr. 't'n'vur \v;l; <lisnu'Iiiu*d to Ssh, maintaining 
that Mr. M<uuun owvd lain niiir|>ence. 

"Ssli, y<ni fnul ! *'’ Mr. Maturin ; and Mr. 

Trevor had not luia fur Itmg beim'e he discerned 

in the <|n'e um-u ul dtindiuif Str<'ot a small discordant 
noise, 0* i alitor, s:iys Mr. 'frevtu', a sanies of small 
disconlinif n»'iso';, 

"SUt;‘h i'lMui’:, h-t's far,* if/’ \vhis|H‘red Mr. Maturin. 

1 Who ? " 

'dSsh ! "' snapprd Mr. Mulurin. 

Thov woir at tii.ii in i'onduit Street %vhere a 

turn fin u;:ht will hiitig unt^ into a fat little street 
which looks hlintl but isn’t, iin,f>much as close by the 
entnun.'r tho Alpino f lub (lollcries there is a narrow 
passage* or alh*v lo.idino, int«» Savilo Row. Mr. Trevor 
says liiat tin’ irptigaanoo with which he at that moment 
lookod towauln the darktio.ss uf that jxtssage or alley 
had loss than nothing to do with tin- blood-thirsty 
policoinan’s hist \v^nd.^, but was <lue merely to an 
antipalliy he liad ontorfained towarrls all passages or 
alleys i*V(*r sinco (lourgo IMrh’on hatl seen a ghost in 
one. Mr. Maiuiiii and he stood for some minutes in 
the full light ul tlio nuHOi w!nh\ as though from the 
very lu*ait of tlio upposito durkttess, the lacerating 
tnunor.s of woopiii;* echoed about their ears. 

I cund boar it ! siiid B<*au Maturim ** Come 
along;' And ho aiivanced towards the darkness, 
but ‘ Mr. 'ficvoi said he woukl not, pleading foot-^ 
tronhlo. 

^M'onio;' said thaii Maluriin but Mr. Trevor said: 
“Tuinuuov, v« s. But u«n to-uight;' , 

Then diil Beau Maturin advance almia into the dark*- 
nrsh towauis tho passage or alley, ami with one ixmnce 
M F, m ^ 
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the darkness stole his tofshal from the ninnu. 
Maturiii was invisible. The noise of weej.i: e alwttd. 

"Oil" called Mr. Tnvoi. "runie lurk, you 
fool 1 " 

"SshI" wliisfH'red the voin* id Mr. M.mirin. 

Mr. Trevor said bitterly; " Ymrie sw.iukiii!', ihat's 
all 1 ” 

“It’s a girl I " w!iis}K'ied the vinre of Ms. Mat win, 
whereupon Mr. Trevor, who vielded to no man in 
the chivahy of his address tow. uds wnmen, at nncc 
advanced, canght tip Mi . M.iiiniti, ami. wailnnit a thought 
for his own safety, tvas .ilsnit (u }>,iss ahead of him, 
when Beau Maturin hml the l*ad f.iste to wliisixx 
"’Ware razora I ’’ ami thus ;igai« held ihe lead. 

She who we|)i, now uliitosi in.mdihly, was a dark 
shape jnst within the {Ki.'is.ige Ih-i f.ne, .says Mr. 
Trevor, was not visible, yet hei Nh.rdinv h.id not thnsi' 
rather stirprising contours whn h one geneialiv .'issoeiates 
with women who weep in the night. 

"Mad.'mi,” l«i^an Mr. Matnrui. 

“ Oh 1 ’’ soblwd the gentle voire. *' He ik instilling 
me I ’’ 

Mr. Trevor lays some emph.tsis on tlie {.irf that 
tliroughout tlie course of iluit inisi-udile night his 
manners were a jwttern of t:ouif!inej«. Thinking, 
however, that a young la»!y in ti siiuntion so I.ii litymiise 
would react more favourably to it ktlieilv tone, he 
said : — 

“My child, we ho|3e— - “ 

" Ah,” sobb«! the gentle vote. *’ I’le.i.-ij' go aw-tv, 
please 1 I am «<rf that sort I " 

“ Come, come ! ’’ said Mr. Maturin. " It is ns whom 
you insult with a suspicion *» diM^tmible. My fiii nd 
and I are not of the sort to aimmti ouiselves to wi Iwv 
a process as that which is callwt, 1 In-lu ve. ' tucking 
up.'" 

ay> ' 



The Ghoul of Gohlers Green 

"WV ;w a matter nl fact, frimls of tmr own,” 
Kiici Mr. Trevor han.^ldilv. 

‘‘Si»'.tkinj, ftfiiiTallv.” saitl Mr. Muturin, "women 
like ns. 'rime over uftaiu I have had to sacrifice my 
{rieiKlsliip with a man in orc!<*r to retain his wife's 
rfspcrl." 

“All, you arc a man of htimnir I ” sohbtHl the young 
lady. 

“Wc ari‘ two nan of honour,” said Mr. Trevor. 

“And far," said Mr. Maturin waiinly, "from intend- 
hig you any ntiM'hit t, wc incn ly tinnigid, on hearing 
ycuwccidng 

“ You hmril tiic, sir ! " 

"h'rom Cnuiluit Stircf," .said Mr. Trevor severely, 
wlu'icujton Mr. Matutin lifted up his voke and .sting: — 

“ P'rim ('tinduit Sirert, from Conduit Street. 

The Ureet of ties and tailors : 

I'rom ( 'tmduii Street, from Conduit Street, 
d shocking street for trousers," 

" Oil I ’’ sohhet! tiif ynnng lady. Is this chivalry ? " 

"Trmisei-s,'' said Mt. Maturin, "are e.lo.sely connected 
witli ehividry, insomucli as he who aimmits chivalry 
without theiii is to k> eonsiderieti a nidt* fellow. But, 
child." Mr. Mtilutin protr^ted sincerely, " we addrc'sscd 
you only in the hop* that we mi^tht Ik of some service 
in th(‘ extreiiiitv of ytiur grief. I asstu'e you that you 
ran trust us, ftir sitiVe we are no longer sokiiers, rape 
tuid crime have cesmd to attract us. However, you do 
not iu «‘d us. We were wrong. We will go." 

“ If wiis 1 who was wrong I ” came the low voice; 
aiul Mi. 'ricvor «iyti that only thm did the young lady 
raisi- lu'r fsin*. when it was instantly as though the 
bcautv of that Mtiall face sent the surrounding darkness 
scunviag away. Not, however, that Mr. Trevor was 
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impressed altogether in the young lady s favour. Her 
eyes, which were large, dark, and charming, appeared 
to rest on handsome Beau Maturin with an intentness 
which Mr. Trevor can only describe as bold ; while her 
disregard of his own presence might have hurt him 
had he, says Mr. Trevor, cared two pins for that kind 
of thing. 

"You see, I have not eaten to-day,'^ the young lady 
told Beau Maturin, who cried : But, then, we can 
help you 1 '' 

"Ah, how do I know I Please,'' the young lady 
began weeping again, and Mr. Trevor says that had he 
not hardened his heart he could not say what he might 
not have done. " Please, sirs, I simply do not know 
what to do ! I am so xmhappy, so alone — oh, but you 
cannot imagine ! You are gentlemen ? " 

" Speaking for my friend," said Mr. Maturin warmly, 
" he has been asked to resign from Buck's Club only 
after repeated bankruptcies." 

" Mr. Maturin," said Mr. Trevor, " has in his time 
been cashiered from no less a regiment than the Cold- 
steam Guards." 

The young lady did not, however, favour Mr. Trevor 
with so much as a glance, never once taking her beautiful 
eyes from the handsome face of Beau Maturin. Indeed, 
throughout the course of that miserable night she 
admirably controlled any interest Mr. Trevor might 
have aroused in her, which Mr. Trevor can only account 
for by the supposition that she must have been warned 
against him. Beau Maturin, meanwhile, had taken the 
young lady's arm, a familiarity with which Mr. Trevor 
cannot too strongly dissociate himself, and was 
saying:— 

''Child, you may come with us, if not with 
honour, at least with safety. And while you refresh 
yourself with food and drink you can tell us, if 
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tali' 


III v"UT troubles, 
sail! Ml. Tifvur, 


Can’t she, 
what good we can 


ymi till* 

Ralph y 

" I don’t see,” 

do." 

■'Your frifitd,” said the young lady sadly to Beau 
Maturiii, " tl<it not lik«‘ me. IVrhaps you had better 
leave me alniic to my misery.’’ 

“My frii'tid." ^aitl Beau Maturin, guiding her steps 
down the fat little street towards Conduit Street, “likes 
von only too well, hut is lestraining him.self for fear of 
your di'sfdfasure. Moreover, he cannot quickly adapt 
liiniself to the company of ingenuous young ladies, 
for he goes a g»o<l d*‘al into society, where somewhat 
cniiler luetUods obtain. " 

•' But oh, wl.me are vmi taking me to? ’’ suddenly 
crii-d the younjt ladv. 

" To 7 Ac l,iir>lfn of Mv Grandmother," said Mr. 
Trevor hitlcrly, and pies^-ntly they found a taxi-cab 
on Regent Street whn !i quickly delivered them at the 
place in Leicester hiiuare. Mr. Trevor cannot help 
priding hiniHelf «>n the agility with which he leapt out 
of that taxicab, saying to the driver: “My friend 

will pay." , . 

But Mr, Maltirin, engrossed in paying those little 
attentions to the youiig lady which really attractive 
nivn, Srtiys Mr. Trrvur, cun iifford to neglect, told the 
ilrivet to wait, and W’hen the driver said he did not 
want to wait, to go and hti! his head. 


ill 

Ml Tu'vor di'sri ils'S The Garden oj My Grandmother 
in some detail, but tliat would be 
ih«- speeialist. The place was lately 
fluM d . aitd iritiained open so long as it did only with 
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the help of such devices as a.tii3ii>riid f henisclves to 
those aliens who know the law-; uf ti,,. i.mil ,,iilv to 
circumvent them. V'or sotnc fuiic, m.l.ci!, the police 
did not even know' of its rHi>tiiur .,s a nipiit chib 
for the entrance to the j»lan‘ was ibintitli two niran- 
looking doors several yards ap.ut, mi one of which was 
boldly inscribed the word " tientimiien " and on thu 
other " Ladies.” 

Within, all was gaiety and chit, i'loin the respectable 
night-clubs and resfannutts. all elusui by (his hour 
would come the jeutirsse of Kiiglmid ; and an appe- 
tising smell of kippK-rs lntiu|;lil new life to the jaded 
senses of young ladies, whih* vnuug gentlemen cleverly 
contrived to gave tlie apjXMr.tnre of thinking gjuger-ai'e 
by taking tlieir champagne throtigh straw's. Mr. Trevor 
says, however, that there was not the smallest chance 
of the place being raiiled on the night in que,stion, for 
among the company wan a Prince of the Hiowl ; and 
it is an imwritlen law in the Mefiopuhtan Police Force 
that no night-club shall tm raithsl svluh- a Pritire of the 
Blood is pulling a party therein. 

The young lady and our two gentlmnen were pn*- 
sently refreshing theniselv<-H at a table in a seduded 
comer ; and when at last only the wine was left Ixdore 
them Mr. Maturin assumtxl his couttlie.st manner to 
beg the young lady to hill her tale, ami in detail, if 
she thought its reJation wouUl relieve her at all She, 
thought, with all the pensive Iw.uity of her dark eyes, 
that it would, and imniediatcly begin <iii tht? following 

The Tai.e of the Buicakian eiRt. 

I am (she said) twenty-three yeart old, and althuugh 
I once spent two ymrs in England at n lunirrliiig schffld 
in Croydon, my life hitherto tiAji been lived entirely 
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in •*■ of the name 

of Siuusoii Saiusiintiviteh S.uusoiuirf. uiy mother an 
Eiurlisliwumau t*f 'In- l..ui*'aslure_ branch of the race 
of Joiios, uinl fi«i In i lii’uth in a railway accident 

just over a yrai a.'fn I ‘'Itall jJiricve aU my life : which, 

I canu"t help piavnifb mat la* a short one, for I weary 
of tht; iusciisale ciurhios that every new day opens 
out for me. 

I must tell you that my mttlluT was an unusual 
woman, of riKui pi inriples, lofty itkals, and a pro- 
fouiui feeling fm the gj.tee and dignity of the English 
toni'ue, in which, in spite of my father’s opposition, 
forlhe Samsonoffs arc a bitter proud race, she made 
me protieient at an caily age. Never had this admirable 
woman a thought i>i her life that was not directed 
tow-ards furthering her husband's welfare and to obtain- 
iug the happini'tvs of her only child ; tuid I am convinced 
that my fathiu' hail not met his cxucl death two months 
iieo had she bt'rut spattai to counstd him. 

Mv father «im« of an ancient Mticedonian house. 
For hnmlreds of years a Ix'.irer of the name of Samson 
Si.msonovitcli Samsonoif has trod the stark hiUsrdes 
of the lialkata and laided the sweet, nch valleys about 
PhilipmuHilis. Ah hi igasuis. the Samsonoffs had never 
a rival ; as comUadjis. itt war or peace, their name 
was a name for heroism and of terror ; while as assassm 
—for the. {l«me.Htic ecomnny of Bulgaria has ever 
demanded the oerMiona! servte of ^ hawk s 
a ruthless hatul-a Samsonofi has been honourably 
associated with ».me «f the «^«st inemorable 
in Balkan liislory. I mn wcU aware 

has ex«cis.si a base S+fto cSS 

fr.KKl men iind wotnen ; yet I do not to conto^ 

that it is with almost uabe^ble ^ last 2d 

upon the fact that I. a ^ 

only lemnaat of ow oaw proud house. 
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Such a man it was whom my mother, while accom- 
panjung her father, a civil engineer, through Bulgaria, 
married. Nor did it need anjdhing less than the ardour 
of her love and the strength of her character to seduce 
a Samson Samsonovitch from the dour dominion of 
the hills to the conventional life of the valleys. I loved 
my father, but cannot be blind to the grave flaws in 
his character. A tall, hairy man, with a beard such 
as would have appalled your English description 
of Beaver, he was subject to ungovernable tempers 
and, occasionally, to regrettable lapses from that moral 
code which is such an attractive feature of English 
domestic hfe. Ah, you who live in the content and 
plenty of so civilised a land, how can you even imagTTiff 
the horrors of lawlessness that obtain among primitive 
peoples ! Had not that good woman my mother 
always willed him to loving-kindness, Samsonovitch 
Samsonofi had more than once spilled the blood of his 
dearest friends in the heat of some petty tavern brawl. 

We lived in a farmhouse in what is surely the loveliest 
valley in the world, that which is called the Valley of 
the Roses, and whence is given to the world that 
exquisite essence known as attar of roses. Our little 
household in that valley was a happy and united one ; 
more and more infrequent became my father’s demoniac 
tempers; and. but for his intolerance of fools and 
cravens, you had taken the last of the Samsonoffs 
to^be a part of the life of the valley-men, of whose 
industry, the cultivation of roses, he rapidly became 
a master. 


inus we come to the time which I now think of as 
two months before my mother’s death. My father 
had attmned to a certain degree of wealth, and was 
ever entimg my mother with dreams of a prolonged 
vi^t to her beloved birthplace, Southport, which is, 
believe, a pretty town on the seaboard of Lancashire 
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jj,_j wln-'h 1 hn\v,M*i witli delight to visiting. 

\Jh\k ruth nir. f, with such visions, he did 

ot hrsi:at<' tn v.',his Ina tha.l she must wait on the 
isue of ids iaasilul hu]i}8\ . wld^'ii daily grew on him; 

thr hi;.! (5f tin* Sainsosinits iuid income an inventor 
f ! 

You in<i\' well luuk bewilfien'd. Hut had you known 
ay father y< ‘U wuuhi in snmi* m<M!unv have understood 
,(}\v a man, oi ain e>:fo me audacity of temperament, 
light he drivtm iiOe :ui\‘ fa,nriful pursuit that might 
aid a spice ii> a life (»f inuderable: gonliUty. Nor was 
hat pur.aiil so taui ibil as ndgjd at hrst a])pea.r to those 
f ronva-nt i<mallv studious minds; my faiher had a 
irnfound knowledge of the anatornv of flowers; and 
/as in tin* habit <d fsiiying that he could not but think 
hat tin* mitnl of man ha<i hitherto ntglected the inveu- 
ion and ct lit i vat ion of tine nmst agreeable variations, 
n hue, the tempt*stuotis htit simple mind of Samsono- 
htch SamsiuinU had hrvu captivated by the possibility 
if glowing ipeeu carnations. 

My nvdhei and I weie, naJurally enough, not at all 
.verse from his pratiising so gentle a hobby as the 
iivention and cultivation of improbable flowers. And 
t was liUtg Indofi* we t?ven <ln‘amt of the evil conse- 
quences tliat miglit attend so inofkmivv an ambition. 
ini my poor moth(‘r weis soon to be rid of the anxieties 
)f this lifts 

()n<^ tlay sin* and T were sitting in the garden dis- 
nisding the ivugli.sli fash ion- journals, when, silently 
is a idoud, my father came out of the house and looked 
inwards us in the half-frowning, half-smiling way of 
lis !>est m(md, lYilI aiui patriarclial, he came towards 
iis ’'-aiHl ill his hand wc s*iw a flower with a long slender 
stem, and Wi* starcii at it its though we could not believe 
our eyes, for it was a g««n caniafion ! 

You have painted it 1 '' we cried, my mother and I, 
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for liis s'ucross li;i*l ft! ii as the 

stars, 

have mmif it ! i.u.f nn- f.ifh. r, fa* 
into his heard, whieh uas e\'M Iii> < a,, mefufi-jitial 
friend, Women, I have iimdr it in fii\ ^'l.,,nttory, 
Ainl as I have ntade this I ean n ake thuii' a,nils. niillioiiV 
arid tti<iusancls of tuilliorr, ! ” 

Ife wavi'cl a elusi’ly ■ey\ en 4i nitsa* tff towards 

ine. My daii^fiter/' la* sail!, "“I. n i;, woui dower, 
your Iwriiaiye, I am o!d iu hiiideu inixrlf with 
the cares of great tidus, \mt liv lla* !i* }p of ihK paper, 
you, my heloved iduM. uill h* i'ene* ah \u in *s who may 
coiuiesrerul to an haupi rni or an Anuiiian. We will 
not lose a itiinute hrfoie gome to f'uej.oid, the land uf 
lionest men, to pm tl,r matfi i of the jtatem in train. 
For on this paper is waitten the founnki f^y wddeli green 
carnations, *ls Widl as ,i!l pirvioH*d\ known varieties 
of carnations, esui l>e m/n/e o| gnmu, Madf, 

1 say,^ insteaii cd grown ! Women, do vti nitdeistand 
wdtat it is that 1 fjave aehie\4d ? I tia\*r stolen sonns 
thing of the si*m*t of the ram I 

** Samson, IhkisI not 1" ciied my mother, hut he 
laughed at her ami fomlled mi\ w!nle 1 stared in great 
wonder at the slip of paper that llntfennl in Ids hand 
and dreamed tin* fair dnams of wealth, and {nippiness 
in a cmlmtl comdry. Ah, luty ah me, tin* il! dated 
emdlence of dreams! Foi heie I am in the mast 
civilised country itt tfie wot Id, a paupf»r, and inore 
wretched than a pau|jr*r 1 

Our prepanitions for removal tei Fngland wen* not 
far acivanciti Indore that happened wliiih hmught 
the first cruel turn to our fortunes, i hi im wil ihy my 
mother set out to Vama to hu\‘ ?^omr tiivial thing, 
and — 'but I cannat speak of that, liow jdir wsis returnee! 
to us a mangled corpse, her deai frafiiies inutilaled 
beyond recognitum by ftie fury of iht* railway uceideiit. 
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My father took Ms sudden loss strangely: it was 
as though he was deprived at one blow of all the 
balance, the restraint, with which so many yeaiS: of 
my mother's influence had softened the dangerous 
temper of the Samsonoff ; and the brooding silence 
he put upon his surroundings clamoured with Mack 
thoughts. Worst of all, he began again to frequent the 
taverns in the valley, wherein he seemed to find solace 
in goading to fury the craven-hearted lowlanders among 
whom he had lived in peace for so long. The Samsonofi, 
in short, seemed rapidly to be reverting to t 5 rpe ; and 
I, his daughter, must stand by and do nothing, for 
my influence over him was never but of the pettiest sort. 

The weeks passed, and our preparations for departure 
to England proceeded at the soberest pace. In England 
we were going to stay with my mother's brother, a 
saintly man of some little property who lived a retired 
life in London, and whose heir I would in due course 
be, since he was himself without wife or children. 


My father, never notable for the agreeable qualities 
of discretion and reticence, soon spread about the 
repcu't of his discovery of the green carnation. He 
could not resist boasting of it in his cups, of the formula 
witli, which he could always make them, of the fortune 
he must inevitably make. Nor did he hesitate to 
taunt the men of the valley, they ■who came of genera- 


tions of flower-growers, with his own success in an 
occupation which, he said, he had never undertake 
but at a woman's persuasion, since it could be r^axam 
as manlv only bv those who would describe as manly 
the painted face of a Circassian eunuch. Thus he 
would taunt them, laughing me to scorn whm I ver^ 
tured to point out that even worms will turn 
cravens conspire. Woe and woe to " 

handed in a world of polity, for their fate shall surely 


find them out 1 





IVif nf Ch/Ji^rs Oreen 

d.iv. h;ivi?ii: hrrn in flit* in pitn ii!?* .nfim 

uas? ihv inakiii,^ uf 4 Viinmi *'i wn.nt, wlydi 
5hat saiua m niftl sn sif«ai|;lv lauun. 

mandrel to Aii^d** Sn\rn l stmtli'd, 

as ! walkrd np th* path in iln* dtna, hy t\n* hmil ,,j 
luuil, o^ai^h Utih M*oii was iin* la.ir luuiati 

tu honor, i^itn of flw vi4s»% was tnv fathars. anoMam 
auc! liarsh ;ts onlv ius aiiiild with a snaai hla* a 
Muikr Hitmiiig thtt4ii:!i m 1‘|{#“ nfliri I ronld iti»| 
u‘roiL;inM% hul Miiilii laai «4ilv !«»»» %vrl} that it had tiof; 
thr S(»ft aaniitH of tlir iiirfi of flir valtry ; uni! wtm^ 
aJ’raid !o ritlrr* I jr*ird in the wiiakw, I 

saw my faihrr in viidfiit altrrraiion with a matii hii 
<‘<(ual ill stalnrr and ilrmranont mmihn | raided 
giant, m fair ;m inv fallaa mis dark, ami %villi dm 
livid ryrs of li wnll. 

Whai was my !amm im hiin as Midatlis 

the ivmiimiji, thr imiMHinH anil hniial Mirhurlis of 
the hdl'v Tlie Mahaehs and fht* SariiMimivifi li Sam- 
soimds hutl always trrn ihr rqiial kings of flir laondm, 
and, in inanv a tight N'tw'rrii dlnisfiaii unti 1uil, 
the equal ehamjmms of t! i'tnxs irgaiiist theCa'rsnait 
AikI now, I rnnld hear tlifini|*tli the wiiulow, t!h! 
lust of the MietiUrlw wm asking of tlir last ni tlai 
SaiuMumfis sniiie cif Im grral wrulili, limt lie niiglil aim 
iukI miiuitbit hm lrnii|i tn the latwl iimdr. 

^My lather threw hack liis head and hiiiglird. I!m 
his latigli had cost him diw li«l I not irrritiiio! 
warning, the llkliairlb with the w^tilfmh ry«‘N hail 
raised a hinad knife. My fiiiliri leii|it in one mdr, ami 
faking up ihi* ifisiii tliat riifie m tiiiiid, a hvdvx 
Irottkyof mmik, r.railml it iliiwti like an axr tn th*' 
fair giant s head ; iind tlieii, wiflimit miirli ;i> 4 
gliinre lit the iincim^oeis miiti* and mmmyn tfitnmij 
the Michnelis was, ilutig tiini wer tib ^hiiiihlri, sUmU 
out of the tiiiuw and |iiril«n, and iliiiig liiiti inie i!u 

itb 
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laic of til'- n'rtdw.ty, wlioro he lay for long moaning 
.|.iv wiili it'.f I'oio <'l broken head. I had gone 
f'ihe aid of till- WKli'h, blit my father would not let 
savin)' no Midiarlis ever yet died of a slap 
cna'.ii and thal a li'de blood-letting would clear 
the ui-irs mind of ids boyi:>h fanck's. Ah, if it had! 

T) v'ls at a latr- huut of the very next night— for 
niv mothi'i'H d.a!h my father would loiter in 
, , taverns until all hours -that his hoarse voice 
mod in.' ft.nn d' i o’l descending I found 
about the kin-ben like a wounded tiger, 

L elutlMs’ in disolder uiui showing grim dark stams 
hit as 1 cluni' to hint, foully wetted my hands. I 
n avWndni. in "an ae, e s of terror, to tcU me he was 
a liiirt for what other protection than him had I 

„ that nundeious LnaW . 

" l am not buit. eluld," he growled impatiently. 

" ihii 1 have been drivi ii to liurt some so that they 

%"v'ha<nuntm'i'd Imn. the cowards, as he came 
hdUie throiu'h the wood as tlxaigh a hundred of those 
of tin- valley eould slay a Samsonovitch 
Somoft ! t lathe? had caught the l^t of th^ 
hv til.; thioat.'and the trembling coward 
In" If by eunfKomg dm pbt 1^. f ^ 

was t hi 'V ■who bad peisttaded the Michaelis to visit us 
was oO iiifl amine his fancy with tales of the 

;!;:;a:;Sv id dm S: 

Samsonolf Inid ewieeaU'd afmt my 

Mtrhaelis had ^.'’’'’**1 find, as also for the 

, re . •• cried mv father, "only broke 

** Aittl I» L t* I ^ /i /'{ri must be O'ff £i*t, 

tlR. skin ol his w-Utsh head 1 Girl, we musi 

ilOf ' ' 
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once I I have not lived in Jnnuilu.)- }•, <•<• ;U1 ihe§ 
years to die like a rat ; am! inw ih.if d.i-'i w. uk idiot^ 
have failed to kill me Mtth.nii. .u d 1 is in„ip 
surround the hous«‘, and \vltti ^lla!l (•(.tjn* ilir wnlv^ 
of the hills? Now liiig«T Uf't ii>i M'Hi . IojIics air^ 
fineries. Grigor}- Kshckuviit li has Ixoms f. i us 
edge of the wood, ami W(‘ f.iu tJi.sKc 1 'hilij-] njtt.iis bw 
the morning. Here is all nur no un in Tak;^ 

them, so that you will he lumi.lfti !..( shiniM thes^. 
scum get me. AikI the fmmnl.t t.kr .,tio tb^ 
formula, child, for that is vtau l. .ituiu ! .Smuld j 
have to slay Ix'himl, ymit imulin v htfii!. ! m i 
is a good man ami will jnch.ihlv i.ut luh y.u mor^ 
than half the ju'olifs nf if." 

And so we cai«i‘ to leave i»ui heli.vrd liuine, .n aling- 
like thieve.s thruiigh the thukitrsi ».< ,i nuHinit-v, night 
How sliall I ever forget tlu»M- <iis}.»-jiiie iniamuts j 
Our farm lay far from ai>\‘ i<!lni lui!>il.itit.it, and a. 
long sloping lane joined otu |.asitiiis in ilie e\i, imiv© 
Karaloff Wood, a w<*hI alwavs i\Mkid hv Hulu.triaii 
poets of past centuries as the Imnir nf vainj.iii s mni 
the kennel of the hounds of hell. 

There, at its borders, Crif'ory lislieknviiih, a liMincIy 
man devoted to our interi-sts, awafiesl tw wi;li two 
horses; and, although I «»uld mu ms- In;, fat,, m the 
darkness, I could imagine by tfw tirn,i,j i.f i,|.. ,,,.ver 
very a.ssured voice how pallhl. m<hid gnsit. n nnist 
have been ; for jxior Grigory I'hihekuvitf h stdf. nd imra 
some internal aflection, which lu«l the eltn i ..| i 
lishing his complexion very unrrHatttJy, 

“Have you seen any one in the •miml .• mr i.uher 
asked him. 

^ have heard noiatw," (»tig»tiy I'.’.ln IxA-itch 

trembled, 

“ Bah I " growled my father. " That tin . halter- 
ing of your own miserable teeth." 
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] wiHitlf'i' lias liappciH^d to poor Grigory Esheko- 
viti-!), wla-tlii'i ln' MU vivcd^ that hideous night. We 
lofl him thru*, a !i< uiblitig figure on the borders of the 
\Uiih' w- i>nt (lui hurscs into the heart of that 
dii'kiH' '') aiiil I tii*d it) Imti solace in our desperate 
diumi"!' b> I'tt'hiiif! ft'iward to the safety and comfort 
of tiiir appi'oachiiif: Idf iu England. Little I Icnew that 
I I Mil h !i|'otiies of fear in this huge city 

j wtiuhi wi^ 4 l iiivstlf back in the land of 

"'ith (Lfaiif' w*f<* shatlert'd by a low growl from my 
f ^thoi, anti W'- pullitl up imr horses, listening intently. 
Hv iliiVlitiif Wf wi-io alHiut half-way through the wood ; 
■ui(i Itail VO not known ttu' place by heart we had long 
diuf lost "ur wav, hit the curtain of leaves between 
U!, ami the faith light of (ho stars made the place so 
black that wo oouhi not t*von sec the faintest glimmer 
of' i-iuh othor. At last my father whispered that it 
wm’all light, and wo wore in the act of spurrmg our 
ti,;,! hoiMS for tho last dash through the wood_ when 
torohos llanuni on all sides, and we stood as m the 
lotlurotl light «)f a oiypt in moonlight. 

■■ Samson SamMinovitoh," cried a hoarse voice and 
liVo a stab at my heart I knew it for the voice of the 
lIlk liaoliM - wo iio|H‘ yunr sins axe not too heavy, for 

ill'll';!:,” >» ^ 

, tl,.- Iprttod., 

frs ’’1*11111011 bravery, of my ’ 

bow ho sat his iairw still mT^'^Child, 

bis iiF* S thS S£ his farewen. " I 

save yonmotf. yourself and my secret 

uummmd yoti to go- ' T^too will get through, 
ftoni tiioM* hounds. Head right through 

dod is as good to us ^ we deser • ^e. will he so 

tboin. Tlieir aim. Ixitwem you and me, wi 
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unsure tliat we iiu|,»iit both vu’Upr, (rin and Gntl go 
with ynti ' '* 

('uu yuu iisk mv to retuiiuhri the detuils ut thr awful 
incmhuU: ? Tlte darkness, lli** tiauun|* tuivUrs, the 
Ituarse cries nf flu- luunlit-^ as tlirv u^dc in on us, my 
fatlic!*'. |.;rcat cmirai^u^*- all ihese cainliiiifil In produce 
in me a shite fm wlmdi thr %vutd '^teunr*' seems 
ahugetlier lou huuiefy. IVihaps I slimikl lujt have 
left my fafliei. Priliaps I hIiuiiM hav«* dml witli him. 
I dill nut knew what ! was duiiifn Fdimlly as in a 
nightmare I s|niiivd luy hmse nudway l^thwtsm two 
moving torches, The 1 uum% Htatllrd alirady, Hew 
madly as the wind. Chii s, emses, shifts smiied to swt^ep 
about me, envelt^p me* hut Iriinr Iriit wings to my 
horse, and the shots ami slaniK faded heluiul im* us 
phantoms might futie m a huhm's wind, hast of all 
came a fearful fusillade of shot?i, then 11 stleiice luoken 
only hy tin* luush nisile of tlie hi’iuTtui uihIi 1 my luase, 
wlueh with tlu* livu! imelligenre <4 feai, did not stop 
before w leached Philip|Hi|iniis in ihr iluwin 

I Wits never to mt my fathen agam. thitil noon of 
the next liay I sal anxnuisly in llie uidv derint inn 
of the aneieiif towiu piayaig ihat some act of Provi- 
dence laid come to Ids aid and that hr might at any 
moment apirar; wliem feem a li»i{ii4icitms person, 
wlio did not know my mimis I liisird that tln^’ lust of 
the Sanihfumfls had dial nturiiiiig ki*ii foiiiicl in Karaloff 
WikkI nailed to a irreditirik with eightern hulltu 
wounds ill his body. 

I will spare you my refiiTaioiis mi the pa.?is in which. 
I then found mystdf. No yoimg girl warn ever tom* 
pletely akiiie m she who ml llir day fliroiigti in the 
parlour of the Iliilgiirkn ifiiii* trying tti swiiiuon the 
energy with which iti arraiigr for hn joiitney on 
the ik’ieni hxpum to Kiiglatici, 

Arrived in la»ndori* I at ori'^ m. mu tu iin usidc’s 
tfi4 
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house ill Kna l. C.olclers Green. I was a little 

suniriseii lliat U<- i>u<l luil mot me at the station, for 
i had warned him uf my arrival by telegram ; but, 
hiunving ii<‘ was a (loutlomau of particular though 
a;,neeid)le habits, it was with a sufficiently good heart 
that 1 laiij; the hell nf his tall, gloomy house, which 
strtoil at llie <‘in! of a Kenteel street of exactly similar 


houses. 

,\l!ii\v me. if ymi pli aso, to hurry over the relation 
of luy furtlni ruisfortuuos. My uncle had died of a 
i-kit of blood on the heart a week before my arrival. 
Ifis luopeity he had. ot c.cmi.Si^, left to me ; and I could 
iiis!a.iitly take po.ssession of his house in Golgotha 
Road. I was utterly alone. 

That w.is four weeks ago. Though entirely without 
friends or acquaint tutr<‘— -for my imcle’s lawyer, Mr. 
Tarliohl, was a man who bore his own lack of easy 
conversation anil human sympathy with a resigned 
fortitude worthy of more wretched sorrows — I passed 
the fust two wi'cks pleasantly enough in arranging the 
house to my taste, in engaging a housekeeper and 
training her to my ways, and in wondering how I must 
proceed’ as regards the pratenUng and exploiting of the 
carnation, the formula for which I kept locked in a 


secret tirawor of my toilet-table. 

At the mid of thri*e weeks — one week ago — my house- 
keejier gave me miliee of her instant departure, saying 
that no eonsideiatitm would persuade her to spend 
aunt her night in the house. She was, it seemed, psychic, 
and the iifmo'phere of the house, which was certamy 
opinessive. weighed heavily on her mind. She had 
heaid nuise.s m the night, she affirmed, and also spoke 
iiulienantlv of an unpleasant smell in the basement of 
the itouse' a mnstv stnell which she foi; one made no 
hones of recognising as of a graveyard consistmcy 
and if .she did not know a graveyard smeU, she ^iced, 
M.F, 265 
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from one of dcrcut origins, win) .ini, l.-i sh. li.ui Imried 
three htisbaiuis ? 

Of course 1 at lx i ii.ii!’-;-.. for I utn not 

naturally of a nervous iemi« t, .nnl wh.-u sho insisted 
on l(*aviii,‘t ‘I’-it very .In 1 w.o. iioi at all disturhed. 
Nor (Ikl i insliuttly make iinjuiui ■ !oj another woman, 
for I could very well m.m.i,;- t'V im ■!{, an.l the woik 
of the house, 1 fhoUithl. tiius! !n‘!i' to (til iji the awful 
spaats m.Kle by the utter Ink o< i-. mp.miouship. As 
to any nerwusUfSS at beiu).; !> ts euunlv alotie in a 
house, summmlet! as it was b\ th*- .utimities of (loMers 
Green, I never rtave a th«>u,:ht im it. fni I lunl been 
inurwl to a reitwtuahle sohl iul>- all mv hj.'. Anti, puttint; 
up a notice of " Apaitiiients to hi," in one of the 
ground-floor windows, 1 set abtui the business of the 
hou.se in something of a Hpuu of adventure natural, 
if I may say so. to tme of utv years 

Thati ;ui 1 have sud, was our w*ik ago, tuid the 
very' next day but one aft» » mv hou a keeja-i luid left 
me was to see nty luiidly won jano e .shattereii at one 
blow. 1 do not know if vo« gniilumii me aware 
of the mode of life that olttains tti te.ldets tfieeii ; but 
I must tell you that the n.ttivf s of fh.it quarter do not 
discourage the activitU's of Isttiel mrjans- -a somewhat 
surprising esirew* of leslraint to one whti iiJu* Ixaii 
accustom«l to the tlohirous and lieaniifttl «mgs of llw 
Balkan aigatus. It is true, hr.wever. that thi*^ bariel- 
organs are playwl mostly t»v forngneis. ami 1 have 
been given to understand that fotngners are one o| 
the most sacred inaliiutums of this gteat country. 

The very next morning iifter mv liou'a-keeja'r haii 
left me I was distracted from my woik by a parth ularl!( 
disagreeable coinhinatinu «>( wminl't. width, 1 had n( 
doubt, could come only from a b.aiel oigati not of tin 
first order and the uiitminr«f voue of its owues. t’ 
little amused, I kiokrd out of the wimlow -and will 


I'he ( (fo/Jers Greers 

ls<'^v : Mil h.u I into \hr fv*oni, for the face 
j tlir oM'Mft Miciuielisl 

I spMit ‘oi l.onr nf :\fun\v in woinleriiig if he had 
seen an Ini hi.w Mai!*! I i-Muhi lait that hr liad followed 
me tr hrr.laal ni *|ia .! rf fhr inrnailaof th(‘ carnation ? 
At lad, Vnnvrvii', I drtidrd that he ctmhi not have 
$wn nu\ auil 1 vjs in suiiit* d<^gree calmed by the 
dmrasitip: maie ni ilir baird *‘n;an as it inflicted itself 
on inorr dirouit '-timt:,. i.nndnn, 1 told myself, was a 
vtTV lai 'V rit\- : i! wa,s nnt pussilde that tlm Michaelis 
could \\.i\i' llo‘ Irintf idi a m what part of it I ItKlged ; 
and it rnnld nnh, havr Imvu 1i\“ tin* most unfortunate 
runibiiuuirui nf nh.uut o tint hr lad brought his wretched 
oigiin intn ( j < drnt i i.t, Ivffad, NeVi*! {hrh*ss 1 look the 
preoauiinu tn \*/if lull a.\v I In" tioli<'e of A]xulments to 
Let fitun tie* windnw, 1st yri unollu^i unfortunate 
ronibiuaHna td rbaurt'?'* ?dinuld lead him 01 bis minions 
to Snail h tri lidding in my house. 

The next da\* passnti puitdlv iaiougli. I “went out 
slioppitcg a vnl nv<*i mv face, for reasons you can 
well nioVistand. And little did 1 dream that the 
apprnachim' tmoi was to conn* from a quarter which 
W(«ilil (inly Ilf kiKrtvn tt) fhf Midiiiclis wlion he was 


icaa. _ . , 

That fVfniiif’ ill niv Ix’droom, in a curious moment 
if forccffulmss, 1 iluuufd to pnll the bell-rope. I 
vaiitfii sunif ho! water, h:ui for the moment forgotten 
hat the sillv wuiuaii had left me, and oidy remembered 
t witlt a sniili' whin, far down in the basement, 1 
imd the tldn .dalter of the bell. The tethroom w« 
ioini* way dnwn the passage, and I had ,, ® 

toor, rni|nv jug in liamh wlini 1 w'as arrested by 
.naul ,.f approaehing steps! They were very faint 
lav w. tiled to be foming fp tl»e ^ 

luiugb in answer to the bell I I 
ny forehead in a frantic attempt to coUect my wits, 

267 
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‘ui 4 I h;ivi‘ iH) Ju'sil.itiuii in ■avii)); Ui.u tnr few 
mnmnnts I v\as Jt.-.n hivuu*. 'I hr .» .'uinuhaHm uf 
tcrnii'S in my ifn-ni lih- h.n!. I tinlnn,;«l my 

mind; and I must tliat d.iv h.tv.- .li^.iyrd a MTvant 

and forgotten if. ,11. , 

Meant inv« the step-. uMrnd--d. slnwly. ste.i.alv, 

i>xac,llv as an rldeilv s.tv.ud nuKht aM.ud m answer 
in lire hell; ami as tlnv avrndrd I w.ts driven, I 
aumot tell 'v»« Imw, stmielaav ju-a tru, Mavbe it 
wis tile blond (i{ flu* Sainsoiiott*. at la I tiqtini; in me: 
l\vas nut afiaid. and, withi-n! ImbmK the doui, I 
withdi.w to a fat tontei of tin- awadtiq; the 

mutnen! when the sti'l's um-.t maih the d.H.t, I must 
not foij'et to add that the empty jug -.till 11. tin lutud. 

Steadily, but with a ■.hidlluig as of .at pi slippers, 
the steps eaiiie up the jiass.vi;e slowlv the tloor was 
upened, and a gaunt, piev haunl w.-man in inibt.v 
hl.'uk stood ihele, .•Veinp Itie With ■'llaupe contempt 
t"t*ar retnini'd. en\elo|«.l in<’, shm.k me. and 1 .'obl td 
I screamed. Tin* woman di.t ttut ttiove. did mi sj.eak 
init stood th.ie, gauni and grrv «»d dtv eveitu: mi 
with asliiui);.' eontempt , urn! on hn hmd face then 
was such an uudreaiut-of rxptehsioii of evil, iit 


recopiisfd her. , . , , i, 

1 must Iril you th.it inv mother had often, in tellini 
me of her hrother. spiken o! his loidideimal hous. 
keepiT. My nwither was a phun sp'keii woman, and 
had gatlieuid from her that the woman had eseiithe 
some vulgar art to enthrtd «iy I****** ui«le ano la 
dominatwi him. to his hurt, in all things At tl; 
news of this woman’s death just l»fote tuv motii- t 
tragic end, she had U'en tmahle m ti-sist .m evpie . a 
of relief : and I. on having taken p.v.. .,1011 .4 tl 
house a few weeks before, l«»d rsatmned vvith ko; 
mter**st, as gifls will, the various photographs of h 
tliat stood about the rooms. 

abti 
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]i **‘* ''' ’ it'<'"! 4 nised the woman 

.|iii stoii.l ill till' (liiMiw.iv. Hut sUu was dead, surely 

'hell'll! uio'l »>">'• ‘‘ she 

imv stu.iil. '■V'-iiiC. iix- with that strange contempt— 
vitb such nmlciiipt, iiulccil, that I, reacting from fear 
to 'ui"<u, stcinlv ‘Uinaiulcd of her what she did there 
ml what «!«■ wanted. 

She was silent. That was perhaps the most awful 
of all hut no, no. there wits worse to cornel 
F,’,',- sobhiiig with teiror. I hiirlecl the empty jug at 
t (•■ 'vile face with .i precision of aim which now astonishes 
' *. ■ hut she dnl not waver s<i much as the fraction of 
Iln'inch as tite jtil! i-HtUKht ;it her— and, passing 

Hinm-h her head, smashed into pieces against the wall 
f till’ tiiissaK'* outside. 1 must have swooned where 
Thumd for wiieii ! was tigain conscious of my sur- 
niihidiiiits she was gone : 1 w'as alone; but, far down 
L die house 1 eoiild hear the shuliling steps, retreating, 
(l,.ceudiui' to tlw foul shailes whence she had come. 
4w 1 am one who cannot hear any imposition; 
u.uihle, d<‘spite tin- wilncss of my own eyes, to 
lii'lirvf in ihv nsv^ character of the mtruckr, I ran 
„ till- rooin and i« hot pursuit down the stairs. 

T . -aunt wonuin ttiust have descended wi h a swift- 
1 s s rm ising in one of her years, for I co^d only see 
.1 ulw far iH'low. on the last flight of stairs that 
' ; ake l et i» the bascmeiit. Into that lower 

1-uk e^ I must confess. I had not the courage To 
f‘i .ev her • and still less so when, on peering do^ the 
, . : (Krk'^ iits into the kitchen. I was as^ed by 
If.'t in .iv’Miiell which my housekeeper had spoken 

amviction as of a graveyard 

die door Of .Tiy room and slept I need 
‘ I ^ 1. h i tha night. However, in the cheer- 

r.r “ 
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who would not. to jmoh poi'h fl..' iiu mii! !, * vents of 
the previous ii4;i(t , .uui .umiu [.ttiled tht 
just to see the iveiit, if any liu tf w.is ; ju'ii, uu.iMc 
to await the ascent of the sliullliiat ■U'ps, I ii.iunnctl 
on a hat and ran dtn«» the stans. 

The woman was eominy: tipst.uts, steadilv, iiievitahlv. 
As she he.'ird nu* destindtntt 'die stdpjH-ii and Intskcd 
up, and I cannot desctihe the etfeet llwt the diaUilicai 
wickedness of her (ace had tin tin* in tlie t leai tiavliKht. 
I stopped, was rtxdwl thei*-, loidd n<it nmve. To yet 
to the front dotir ! must pass tlte h.id ihiiifj. and tiiat 
I cordcl not summon the tcuiagr- to do And then she 
raised an arm, as thoufjh to slo-w me Miiiiethini!, .oid 
I saw the blatle of a tiiitof '•lumiip m !«■» h.uitt. You 
may well shudder, fjentlt iiH U ! 

l^en I auue to, it was i" find imwlf l\in(; at tin- 
foot of the stiiira, whithi i I ttmti h.ivi- t.dlrii, .md the 
foul thing gone. Why slir «!«d i.<>! idl me, I do not 
know. God will pardon mr tm -mvoii.; that tiwvhe it 
had been bettei if she had, ("i vlial tui-M iii s aie liot 
still in store for me I To-mhlifig and we.ik, 1 ti-.uhid 
the door and iiiijH’llcsl mysrlf into the ih-at an of 
morning. Nor couhl the fact that t had forgotli it my 
veil, and the consentient fmi of the Mahai lis, pt i .uatie 
me to re-enter that hoUM’ until I h.ol irgaimd some 
degree of calmness. 

AE day long I waiukrrtl almul, knowing iieillier 
what to do nor where to go I nin not wdhtaii some 
worldly sense, and I knew wh.u littir a-rfistann- 
the police could give me in »ueh a dilemimt. even 
had they br*Uevcd me; while m foi the l,*wvtr, 
Mr. Tarbold, how could I fare a man »f wt little 
S3mipathyin ordinary things with «me!» an estruonliiurv 
tale? 

Towards tiai o’clock that night, 1 ih tei mined to 
return and risk another night in that h».«w . 1 w.tH 
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.,,, 1 ,, >vi,K w.-;ui- and Innsj'. r ; and conki not 
y,„i i, Ini' the ni!.dit, toi in my du^ht I 
iurm'tinn in'v i*n.M ; whiU- 1 aiKU-d to niysnlf 
if Iitifi all, ha.i int.'tidnd In inunUr me. she 
d witiintit .1!'.’ I'.itlHultv luiv<‘ ilitiie so that morning 
n i l.iv tun ni,.,. ■ions mi tin* st:i"s. 

Ir hmveiv. h.tvwvii dui not helj. me to iisnend the 
IS to mv 1-itiinnm with any lesolutinn. I stole 
I'li,.., iii\‘a !! ' •ith' hl't n |ih;uitoni. But, hearing 
wniiitl iii the lioUM-, 1 pin. ked up the courage to 
icli on the Hi'.ht nn mv heilnHim landing. My 
v,,em door si"."! op. n. l-nt I <'ould iu)t remem )er 
1 !, .,1 I, ti it .so that munung. It was 
1 ,, niv hasty .kseeul, I tiptoe< to it and 
,...1 ,„a j t;ik.' the lii.edy to wonder whether 

. was ho m ve. ai.h a lion heart, had beam less 

tallied than 1 at the sight which th.^ light of the 
on n‘Vt‘;i!nl to inv 

me Mielmehs lav lull length on the ^ 

r he.ud daikon -.1 with hi.s hluod. whicli came, I 

m a •uo.ii eash hehind his o.ir. Across him vvith 
r b.iek to me. sat sH.iddlou the gaunt, 
silut .IS the (t.avo Vet eivn my terror not 

ereome my euiiosity as ’“' y from^the 
iowerme .uid i.u ang her left hand to 
idnolis's ho.itd, while with her right, m which shone 
' bloody mv.nr she sailed the air from side to side 

,„„U 1 a.g i.alise what that "^l^/Sher 

.u„l .'ould not admit the 

ft hand she w.i-s pin. king out one by one ^ 
tin- .Mnh.ahs'.s iH.ird, while with the razor m he 
ehl she was slicing them to the floor I 
'l must Imv.- giespetl. made tmme 

i/.oi. she siuuled like an aminai an t ^ 
le, But 1 .uu ytnuig mid quick, and managed j 
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in time ta mirh tlie street licsrii ami *lim if ni’ainsf 
liei ptirsuit* 

That was last night. Siner iImh. a, I have 

waiulvii'ii ihv stirets of Lmiihai* lestiiip a little 

among tln^ peair jn^MpIr in the puilm, 1 ha^a* had no 

fcHKh for what money I have is in that liimso, t^feilior 
with the hamula for tliv given rarnalum ; Imt laultmg, 
not death by e^jmstire nor deatli hy raaivatioii, wonld 
induce me to return to the luniNe in Coiideis tirt'en 
while it is Inumteii hy that Ion! pirsonrt*, la she a 
htaniiniial lunatic ctr a phaiuom finin hell ? ! do not 

kiuiw» I am too tired to care, 1 ftavc told you two 
geiitUaneii my atoiy hei'ause \mi serni kmd and t'a|sd)!e, 
anti 1 can onlv pray ttntt I have ma wraiicti you over- 
much. Hut ! dt> beg you Ur ladirve that rndhing is 
furtlicr fnau my minrl than to ask* and indceil nothing 
wtmld intiiiee mt* to accept, anytliing from ycni but 
tlie gtoreious sympathy td Vimi imdeoa.uiding aiul the 
ad\ii‘e id ymir rldvairous inlelligriicis My tale is 

tinishcih gentleinem. AihI* alas, am not 1 ? 


IV 

Mr* Trevor is soinewhal coidusi'ii in Ids rrhatimj o( 
the course of events inimnliiitrly »iib'ri|nrnl to Miss 
SarnatnotFs nanative. I'Hiririg iis rotio^’ he Iml lime, 
he siiys, to study the young lady*s hraiity* vhiib* 
though of a very mirnm ordri, a lit fie ii«;i t nt 
and insipid for his t»tc. Ills jiiiigmeiit, li«*wever* 
cannot he entirely laii* for $UKh was the direct i<»ii id 
the young Iady*s ey« llmi Mr. Trrvor could pidiU* her 
by her features only. A% to the story Mi, 1 T vor 
says that, wliile yieMtnf to iw oiie in hts hlatif: Ut a 
gm)d story, he could riiil ire hit way iu rtuisideiing Miss 
Samsonuff s notabte either im interest., eiiterlmmiieah 
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liuiiiiiii not*- of stalk realism whrh makes 
i-lion, anif while, io Ifn* onlinaiy way, a 
WMs to Iinu like a nniftnet, in* euuki not muse 
.) Itvl ini-sistil'lv atli.ictcU towards the glioid 
■s (ircfii. it was tlum-Iorc witli surprise not 
witSi pain that lie heard Mr. Maturin saying:— 
!», we are in lurk ! " 

j'liat," Wr. Tr<*vnr ctnikl not entirely cleanse 
from the impurity of sarausm, “to -what do 
' ? '' But it wan nat without some compunc- 
. he h.'.ird the young lady sigh miserably to 
ituiin:- 

1 utraui 1 liave wearied your friend, l-orpve 

friend," said Biuiu Maturin gently, " is _an 
[wnnt of fart, Miss Samsonoi'f, far from wearying 
nave put tw ninler a great obligation—— 
you are kind I " the young lady was moved 


the contrary.'' Mr. Maturin wannly protest*^, 
,elfish. I gather you have not lieen reading the 
icrs lately ? Hail you done so, you would have 
a murrlorer who has recently been loose in 
and has so far cvtwlcd not only captme but 
nitification, So hir as the iiublic know throug^^i 
'spaiwrs, this criminal has bepi responsible to 
Hi or three murders; but this very 
tul I have had private information to the effect 
riiin tlw last few weeks 

•en found in various parts of London . to which 
d now. no doubt, add a thirteenth, the remains 
hdrenemv. Mr. Michaelis. But where 
itiaii," said Mr. Maturin giOlantly, 

4* k that the p^Vm do not. dream that, me 
d’is of i'our a‘X. To my friend and me it is this 
1 point that invests the pursuit > 
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“Pursuit? ” Ml' J !>A'<ir I'liili! tif* l.tlji 

siiiii ‘'5i' ••.,11 itiiticl 

charm. And imw witli ytur j<»'! laj-.-.u i , Mi :. S.uu iinnif. 
we will not only n'tnii! u< \t.u \nii! f.-nuula, .f, m th,' 

financial worth of whirl. I y„yj. 

late parent’.s o|>tiniiMii, hm .ds'. 

“Also,” Mr. Tswer s,utl will, i- •.ti.mit , "%.• will 
first of all call af Stt.-i i .iu>i hmiuw ;t f.'w pnliri--. 
men." 

"Oh, yes!” the yomu,' ladv .mi " We 

will be sure to nmi N»>iar j«<liu iii« n Cl. f.,.{ ,,, 1 ,,,,. 
policemen. They •will lirit is n. eiuj" 

“I do not find an .itidniui ddhiiiit i«i fin,! jij; 
all that," Saul Mr. M.ittiitn «iil«!U, “ The hoiubn 
police, Mis.s Sanisotiolf, are di liphiftd, hut j.ither on 
the dull .side. They J**e nun h ^;tvrii !«. stuiuliiiK in the 
middle of crowdetl road*, and dtr.oi.mp, and in even 
your short stay in I.ondun Vi>u nltl^l h.tve (>b>,iive<l 
what a serious, nay intoleiaMr, luui they ate to 

the traffic. No, no, inv Iru-nd ..ml 1 wdlpri tliistnuidetcr 
ourselves. Cotne, .Miss Surns»>ntif! " 

“ But I dare m*t come with you 1 " lau-d the yonii); 
lady. "I simply time nth appKwch that Imuim; aj;ain i 
May I not await y.tur refum hm- ? “ 

“The attacks of ten itiutdeirif.," wu! Mr. MiUnrin 
indignantly, " cannot disttgnrr yr.in ju-rson mote 
violently thaun being left tdonr in a night ehili will 
disfigure your reputation. Hulgniums may !«• violfiit. 
Miss Samsonoff. Hut lounge- hwds are low dogs," 

Mr. Trevor says that hr wjw. phmgftl m llmuglit 
that he did not ari.se from the table with his UMial Jigility ; 
and the first notice he had that Mt, Maturin had liMn 
and was nearly at the tUwr wms ««i hraiing him waive 
a-side a pursuing waiter with the damnable woids : 
" My friend will {My.” 

Without, the taxi-cab wa* ilill waiting Its .hiver, 
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Kiys ""*■ '’f stout men of little 

lijiciM l' ;)in! ii.tralit iil iirtuf.uH'mr : on which at this 
luctnnil w;t!^ plainly llu- fact that he had been 

(lisi^ricably 'iltfi !nl by waiting in the cold for nearly 
two lunus ; and on Mi. Maturiu’s sternly giving him 
a Cioldris b.rfcn dinction he just looked at our two 
j.nitlcim-ii anil appeared to stniggle with an impedi- 
nient in his throat. 

f.olgotha Kuad was, as the young lady had described 
it, a geiitei'l street of tall, gloomy houses. Mr. Trevor 
siys that he caimot rcni<inbcr when he liked the look 
of a stieet less. The taxi cah had not penetrated far 
thendn when Miss Sainstmoff timidly begged Mr. 
Maturin to stofi Us fntlber progress, pointing out that 
she could not bear to wait immediately opposite the 
lionse and would indeed have preferred to await her 
brave cavalii rs in an ultog<dher different part of London. 
Mr. Maturin, however, soothed her fears; and, gay as 
a .schoollmv. t<«‘h *he k<-y of the house from her reluc- 
tant tingers and was jumping fiom the cab when Miss 
Hanisouolf criisl 

" Hut sinelv vou have weapons I ” 

Mr. Trevor s;ty« that, while yielding to no one in 
deploring the use of weaiKins in daily life, in this 
pariicuiar instance, the young lady’s words struck him 
as full of a prarticad grasp of the situation. 

" Of eimrsc," said Mr. Trevor nonchalantly, " we 
must have weapons. How stupid of us to have for- 
gotten I I will go back to my flat and get some. I 
won’t be gone a moment." 

-"I’hafs right." Mr. Maturin agreed, ' because y^ 
won't tm gone at aU. My dear Miss Samsonoff, 
mv fiieiul ami 1 do not need weapons. We put 
mir trust in fiwi and St. George. Come along, 
Ralph. Miss Smm>mtl we will be back m a few 
inonients." 
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Tt'i'i’n 


it 


"And wnf tin I il*' ' " ■(•.!•. !}■.■ <.n^| 

"Nnthinp," ‘rin! S!) M .in, ; ,,;h , \i ll .p 

all. Aren't vitn lut kv 
Tlw: hoHS!' wlikh ?t.e v.-ni e L„iv h.i.l |.,.i!,i,.,[ 
to them hiui an air .a fu-n ei.^.tnirt (i.tjiilnv tlrm 
the others, and Mr, Ii.r.,! h,. „'nieiitli,.r 

when he liked the look i<f .» leaise h-Ks. {i.uth iil.ulv 
when the andeii! hii.wn ditit t,, 

hand before he hail f>ni ilir kri- intti jl„. i,,,!; 
Trevor eoidd not i.sef a t.-dnial .-x. l.un.uu.n tif snr' 
prise. Mr. Mattinn len, {„ 

Trevor sjiiii that hr %t.,. mo HheimiiK, uml, witlmut 
a thought for his tmn -alnv, w.,s rnshii,^ be.uliinii- 
into the liou-se to tn.-.-? thr im... Mngh' hand.',! wla-u 
he found that his shor l.i.r w.. nnUni. 

He found Hraii Matuun ui wh.n, }„■ snj.jKr.r.t, won!,! 
be calletl a hall when ii w.is lua a jht of il,ul.i!i‘.s \ 
stealthily lit niatch trvi-ahd th.it u w.,.. y, ii.tiiow 
one, and it also ri vr.tfi il » rlmrd door to the iirlit 
by Mr. Trcvoi s rllatw, «iiu h ),*• rrmuvwi. 'I'hr niaitti 
went out. 

, quiir nimrrrssarilv 

for Mr. Trevor fit* t.wiiitil wiiiii tii* fr»li 

^***^^** *^"*‘*^ **' ojHu, Mtfiiy, 

"Is it you 0{»fH»ng that ct«,r ? ■ }„ Rsknl, inen-iv 
from curiosity. ^ 

w'* “» **<■•»» M-dtHin’s 

W *‘*'"*' 

Trevor alrearly had rdwim t« d,,itk»*, was h.untiiu* at 
a inoderate devutbn over tiolders (hr... ,ts ilu'm.li 

Tmv^r^f dwkiir* of that Mr. 

8 foot then atnick a #hajw ojj ih,. tj,,or, T!ir 
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shapf ■’■“'* '"'35 sTirprised. 

Mr. Maturiii wlasix'if.r.- 
"Fimnd anyl!iiiut ? ” 

Mr. Ti'fvnr s:u(l luii llv lli it his foot had. 

"So's inin*','' saiii Hraii Mauuin. "What’s yours 
liiir? Miuo’s raiiifJ snft to tJu* touch." 

"And mine," r-iid Mi. Trevor. 

"Tlu'v’ic corpses, lei's f.icc it," sighed Mr. Maturin. 
“Making lifteeu in all. With us, seventeen. Just give 
yours a kiek, Kali'h, tn m'c if it’s alive. I’ve kicked 

"I don’t kick coiiim-s, Mr. irevor was muttering 
when he felt a haol roumi thing sliovcd into the small 
of his h.ud., 

'■ Ow ! ’’ .s.ud Mr, ‘I'tes’or. 

" Found .mvihiiig ? " said Mr. Maturin. 

Mr. Tievof said hrielly tliat there was something 
ai'.unst luH back. 

".And mine,” sighe.! Mr. Matnrin. "Whats yours 
like? Mine’s rather hmd on (he back." 

" So is mine.” s.ud Ml . Trevor. 

"Tliev’ie tevmiveis. let’s face it." sighed Beau 

Matnnii. , , . . .• i .u « q„ 

" They are,” said a harsh voice behind them. oo 

don’t move." 

" I’ve got some seiisi*. thank you, snapped Beau 

Maturin. , . 

" Hit ," ssiiii the harsh voice, and it was a woman s 
voi.e. "I want none of your lip. I have you each 

cnveird with a revolver- — — , ,, 

" Waste," fKU<} Ih’uu Maturin. " One revolver wo^d 

have been quite enough. Bt^ides, W 

weie distinctly given to 

partial to a uuor. Or <1« you use that 

I \m^. a nWAwr the harsh voice, only , 

I want to kiU. But I have a use for you two. 
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T!ir light was stithlaalv 'aviiihril aa, a !ii:iit % 
ri‘namatis W's Mr, Titvai, that thtv laul fa hlink 
farkiaslj?* Arid lhai nav’t hava lirnt vnv asom, 
fur f!i«*y rmrid iu»t inft* if * fa? liir liidit 

raina fnm wluil ihU'4 liavu lini a vvn liiidi pawi/ud 
hm\\^ dirrrtly alum* a fahli* in fin* innlillf* ui tlir i\Hnn; 
am! it was ruiu^faiti.ifnl hv a slaah* in siirh a way as 
t<» fall, likn a Msiutiliitlil , I'Xauiv on tin*. f\w Inlplnss 
Mr. Trnvur siivs that Hnan Mafiiriiis 
hainlsoHir fan* luukrd wliitr ant! ghasfh, sn fhn Loal 
km»ws whai Mi 'rimuks iait*4 ha%*r' iuuki d likr, Mnaio 
whiln fhnh tailor Irapt ffutii lin Maiion hrlaiai fliriin 
aiui tla*y wim |iuvilt'|yf! to srr fa i ihf tii *4 inne. 
SIh* wa.s, sa^x Mr, 'rirvur, a*. Miss S.tiiiHoiitirt 

had ilnM'iifjnd hm, |fm atni and dtv* and linr 

oK|at*ssioii was Iv < «>f|{i ni|i| rvil as 

siin And iirvt^i hn a inuiitfui tlul stif < haiiyr ilw 
dimiion of lu-r ii’volviis, whirh was towMids onr 
grill loiiwfdshtnirfs. Mi. TirViir sav% hr » aitimi i nminfHt 
wtirii hr saw a w^mnaii luolc Itsss afiaid tliaf a frvulvrr 
might go off ill hvt Irami 

Lawk dcmni/* she roiimijiisdrd 

all riglitd* said ft r.m pi'.it'r.iMv ; 

" w.’vc «lr«uly Kiwm-ii whikl thi y .nf. < tnjp.t s Niix' 
rold nigiit ftir tlu iu, ttH*. Kt t [» fm i! ly*, ih %v« .itiit j 
iike this." 

Mr. Trt'ytH' rwihi ii«t mist liM'kutf; i!<iwti lu In-, ftvt, 
Ttif mpsi's wm* <if iwu yottiifjisit nini ui *in ss (hitlu s. 

" Tlwy're cut hatliy," ’(witl Mt MAtiutii. 

"They're rwt rut at all." <*.iiil the wum.tii hai.lilr 
" I shot t!iw tw« for a chiuiii^r,'' 

"1 mrant their doihrs," Mi. Matiiim <1 

*' Ik-atli was tfKJ gooti far ifiriu wiih f l“thr s Ijkt 
that.** 

" Weil, I can't stop hm* all utglij t.^lkinf; .iIk-uI 
dothfs,*' Mtapped the wuinun. ** K<t»- iln u, la hu .im* 
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budifS havf* to Ik; buried in the back-garden, 
will ''acli take uuc. 'I'liere are spades just behind 
^<,11. 1 shall liiu havr (hr slightest hesitation in killing 

inm as I liave killr.l thrse two, btit it will be more 
^.Oiivi iihait hu' tin- if you do as you are told. I may 
feill you lain', ami ! may not. Now be quick! ” 

" Lord, what's lhat i ” cried Mr. Trevor sharply. 
Ih; had (h.d monifiii rrali.srd a stnmge muffled, ticking 
tiaise which must, hr thought, come either from some- 
whcrr in the nH«ii e»r from a room nearby. And, while 
Iwi was never in his life less conscious of feeling fear 
be i ntild nut lielp but be startled by that ticking noise 
for lie bail heaui it before, when timing a dynamite- 
bomb. 

" That is wbv,” the woman explained with what, 
Mr. Trevor supposed, was meantito be a smile, “you 
will be safer in the garden. Wome» are but weak 
creatmes, and so I fake the precaution of having a 
ndher hirge sire in dynamite-bombs so timed that I 
have btit to preas a button to send us all to blazes. 
It will not be loinfortable for the police when, if ever, 
tlu'V catch me. Hut pick tip those spades and get 


busv." . „ 

" Now don't Ite ni<le,” begged Beau Matunn. I 
ran st:md aitything fiom plain women but discourtesy. 
Ihilph. you take the biggtrr coriise, as you are smaller 
than I am. while 1 take tins little fellow on my shoulder 
- which will probably be the nearest he will^ever get 
to Heaven, with clotiuw art as badly ss that.” 

"You can wane back for the bodies when youve 
ting the gravre," sttapJH'd the woman. " Take the 
sp.id<‘S and go along that passage. No tricks I lam 

ju.st lH‘hiud . T4. 

There mis a lot of nibbish in that gardm. It had 
never hmn treated aa a garden, it did not look hke a 
ganlen, it lookkl even less like a garden than did 
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The Gmkn nf U\ Uumduu^lm il^li walK nirhsii) 

it. Aiiii mvr it tluii iirpluuiMi’ tmiim thu^w ;t hluvt 

of (lead daylight, 

'‘Dig/' ^'itd f!a-^ wi.aiiaii with thr ^\<.!vri\ aiui 

they dug, 

“ Do rtiirid if Wf i.ilr <ni! *»!! ? a-.Ld 

F#eaii Maltiriii. Mr, Tirvui s4V<% that !»• wit\ |»rifi|y 
^^jircast ic. 

I ibidt lltiiai %haf VMU f.ikr »f!l/* Mi.tppnl iht* 

wnniaiu 

** NiW tiosdf %%y iiaiighl>' ihiugs ! " Haul ^fi Malm in. 
**N«uhing b iiiMie than thr iiaiiglitifi*%H 

plain women,’* 

Dig/‘ mk\ thr motitait uidi tlir frviihrr%, anti fhrv 

<hig. 

They dtig, %*iys Mr Tir%‘ia, foi a long titiif, lor a vriy 
long tiinr. K<4^ hoHf\ri. ihai it wan iliflir'iili digging 
once oiir had got mtt* thr nming of if, fi»r that gaitlen 
wiis mostly dug-aip hiidilrnl^' fh'aii Mafiir in ;- 
*' Bri you a inn ! dig a giavr lof my frlbw bdorf 
ycni/* 

'' Right ! ’* Trrrnr, 

'* Dig/' sa-iiii thr wotinit'i. witti thr rrOoIvrtH, iiini tlit’y 
dug, 

A mil* Mid thr woita-n. ” I doti'f alltiw mty hiiiifig 
in tins hous4‘, rail ihat tm of!/* 

** What ? ** Mid Ml, Malm in. 

*" Dig/' Slid till* w»»iiiati wifli llir frvolvris, 

Mr, Malurm thirw iltmu }ii» tpadr. 

“Dig/’ sitid thr wiamiii wilh itir 
Mr, Tirvrir dug. 

Mr. Matiuiii Mid thg vuiii^lf f 
“ Dig/’ said Itir WiUii.iii with ihc fr%**4vr|ii,. 

Mr, Trrvor braiiditlirtl liii ftom 4 ilodiiurr 

Hi* notkrcl ftir thr fir$| Ikiir that they had Iwii digging 
ill thr light d the dmwii mml not «f ftir tiiwjii 



The Ghoul oj Goiders Green 

** And who the deuce/' said Mr. Maturin dangerously, 
do you tliink you are, not to allow any betting ? I 
have stood a lot from you, but I won't stand that." 

Dig/* said the woman with the revolvers, but Mr. 
Maturin advanctxi upon the revolvers like a punitive 
expedition. Mr. Trevor brandished his spade. 

Another sle{>, and 1 fire ! " cried the woman 
harslily. 

Go ahead/' said Mr. Maturin. '*111 teach you to 
stop me bidting 1 And I hate your face." 

Oh dt\ar, oh dtiar 1 " the woman suddenly cried 
with a face of fear, and, lowering her revolvers, fled 
into the house. 

Mr, Trtivor was so stirprised that he could scarcely 
speak. Mr. Maturin laughed so much that he could 
not sptNik. 

\\luitks ihert‘ \u laugh about ? " Mr. Trevor asked 
at last. 

It's funny. Tlu^yVe had us, let's. face it. Come 
on, let's follow her in." 

She may shoot," Mr. Trevor cautioned. 

Shoot my eye 1 " sighed Beau Maturin. 

Once in the house, Mr. Trevor stopped spellbound. 
There were voicc^s, there was laughter—from the room 
of the two corpses ! 

" They're kiUghing at us ! " said Mr. Trevor. 

" Who wouldn't I " laughed Beau Maturin, and, 
tipening the door said: "Good-morning." 

" Y< n/ve hdd it," said the policeman. ■" Haw- haw 1 " 
Ytmll some breakhist ? " asked the woman 
with the revolvers, 

" Pk‘;iHe do 1 " said Miss Samsonoff, 

" You mgki to be hungry," said the ta:fci-driver with 
the Hoiiilmrg hat of green plush. 

"Look here I" gasped Mr. Trevor. "What the 

■ ■ 
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• it all liiit 
I "'" aiv inv 


" Haw huw ! " 1. sfa- j ■aHiaai.m, " 

bit (if \ ( aiatiaiii f " 

" N'«IW, Tul. ili'il'! !'.■ ifA- !,i ... ; '• 

the Wniiiaii wiili ilic vn'' . ■ .. 

"ihiitf lijilit, iiiMihu,- a. : • • uii.i.:, 1 !. 

owe t Itfsc j'/'iitlcnirii ;ut > .'.fn.u, , / 'r a a. ,t i , !,• .a > h .('v 
"Aitd if llicv tiun't taif if V .,? ■ u: : 1,»- ... ap ! mi. 
.ihiv !hc itt.ifi HI ‘1. ■ !b mf.ii- : h,.; , f , 

•' Now, s-.-u fwi., ,t:a a'.il la * i-.ii,. ..i,.' f„f 

the tW.» ir'lt’baiii-il." • the m.,;; ui!h tl„ n'Vuhi'j.s 

to tiir TMiiKHs v.\ »!rr s . 

** lAuim, plrdsr/' Miv iitMu-sMa! 

Mr. Mafotuo “my miui- ;*ta! -an,, r,-;! al all Ifut 
Krtflnwrll, Mul UW ni.u!..h.r‘f .nra! ‘firna 

f<an biollirn, 

Hiivv ilta you dn f ** .hhI ,i|:<si*ntiv 

<lriiikiug thv m !.a-.if Mr., ‘Irr'\'i:ir k 

that m otu* Iir, mi whaf hr »ani 

Yoti Mr.'. KHllrwrll. and .hr wa.% stiv 

and hratitiffih “ wr rr li-r riliu i‘Mmpaiiv, 

just us, hut i4 f’Mut'4* I* ivr-n't in*? i j, t < f ■ *' 

A Inf k ita-^Ofl * 'aUil fl.r |y.4’a'*-!n ft, 

My hfotlu'i ufa! Mr'.'- i'-a-p v* > H I'Miiitrcf to 

thr wrrtdird iiuu^ with i\r Ihauhtm: fi a uf yrrim 
plush, Wiis ihr ditri'fmr of uii Anifua lu t»sit|unv in 
Los Augdrs, hut hr flir \u I Up Iv .tliii SH V0‘ 
thoU|.:ht %vr would makr ^nior tdnis n ota . uu Vi»ii 
-w. wr urr sufh n huytr fauidv ! \iii! tUv uomt 
tr.illv hfilhaiU oh 4 fis 4 film r.tllrd 

The (»hoii{ rf Cioklrrs C.dHrii ’ • wliH In ih.uika fct 


J I'oiiitrcf to 
0 nd lU'rrii 

* »sitp UiV in 

.tmi so VO* 
'4m. You 


^ Wkpn iy fdm U'm ly th^ httutut;: I «;«. . i/i tn 

2i^^T f f Ih.a il U V o;nrol 

fe tt# Sitfirr, fm ,VaO#ip# hiimi r-i M# /4n..l 

Ik 4 .11 mil* ^ Ir^ f# i 



The Ghoul of Golders Green 

you two !?('nt!omen. wc have completed to-night. Oh, 

I do hop/f it will I'c a success, especially as you have 
been kind I'HougU to help us in our predicament, for 
vre hadn’t any money to engage actors — and we did 
so luH'd tw<^ gentlemen, just like you, who really looked 
the part, didn't we, mother? ” 

" lint, my dear child," cried Beau Maturin, “ I’m 
afrai<l your film can’t have come out very well. Trevor 
and T will look perfectly ghastly, as we neither of us 
had aiiy make-up on.” 

■' But it’s that kind of film!” smiled Miss Kettle- 
well. “ You see, you and your friend are supposed to 
be corpses who, by some j)oworful psychic agency are 
digging y<iur own graves — Heavens, what's that?" 

Tin re,' at the oprii door, stooti an apparition with 
a dreatlfnl fare. I fe .ippeared, says Mr. Trevor, to have 
some, (lillicidty in choosing among the words that his 
state of mind was suggesting to him. 

“ .\nd me ? ” gasped the ta-vi-driver hoarsely. " Wot 
ahaht me? ’.'\'ng'''t;;it»'^ldallnight ! ” ’Go’s going to 
pay me. that’s wot ! want to know ? There’ four quid 

and more on tluit cloik 

Mt. Matnrin swi-pt his empty coffee-cup round to 
indicate the family Ketth well. 

" My ftieiuL will pay,” sighed Mr. Maturin. 
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IW, ,lt till' i.UJtilU'Ht IIUlVi'N lovv.ll 
iN riifl, thr rtirUuii l^ .iliriiiiik' lur its !i 
Sh»’ May /‘.iir is on tip ti«* 

iiwkr a Usi Ihw )u»i ntirr fnr rv«i i» 
liiMsi' aiiStitnis wiirn- .»H th.il i . t 

«)i ihf lirst t JSi-illii'iitf mlwt mini- !« tin- lt»ul rtiihn 
ot HiiiIh* Si !i't tiu’ curtnin (all, uc may j 
back t*i tl«‘ sirmus buHincss of life 
But Mb. il i% easy riiuiigh to say tb.it ! lb*- tub 
a curtain luw to lx* rontriviil. Action w ilcntaiui'! 
awl all the world loves a cbitias. In bu*-. butics a 
gentlemen, Uitisi- inexorable twin sisteri. t inalc a 




Fdr&ivell, These Charming People 

Farewell, luue still to Im' wrvs'd. And how shall that 

happeiied tli;it I w.is i» Paris when I was thinking 
upon this mat tin- %vith !,onie urgency. How shall the 
farewell he contrived, thmight I, how indeed? For, 
bv tlu‘ waieis of the Thames, there never was such a 
froiihle fnit upon mankind as this confounded business 
of leave-taking 1 Haven't we aU, to be sure, been 
sometime harassed by the saying of farewell? by 
ihc fumbling "f that pitiful, pitiless occasion ? Indeed, 
find us the nuui or woman who can say good-bye with 
ease and he or sh<* shall instatdly have a clear start to 
,mr ’friendship. H<iw often we have been distressed 
bv the tigonies of on<-‘’s incapable departure 1 

\n<l you may rifle all tliplomaey for ways and means 
tu help wane ‘-ike their leave, and stiU their 

id'issv fevered eyes will search your face as though 
■for tlie ultimate word, still their aggressive neiwousness 
will not permit von to put them and yourself out of 
their aeonv. While a.s for those poor wretches whom 
it is our tlrejul tlelight to “ see off " at railway Rations 
wlmt roufusion of mind is theirs, and ours I He is at 
(he wimiow of his carriage, smiling: we on the plat- 
form, smiling : otters arc nearby, smiling: ^ 

diakt'n Kootl-bycs are Siud . . . and does the tram 

go? It does not. Wouldn’t we then, if we but dar^, 
implore the departing wTetch to withdraw hj t^^d 
head from the window, sit back m 
self behind a piiFt. us ^ to the deuce we 

would, but we don't, ^d he 

himhy tmtil nt last the tram takes mm-— or ner, wny 

„oT?-l‘frm t« who had once thought we were soi^ 

tie was Koimr Oh no, this business of saying farwell 
fie was going, v'o «• . „ . . »> . needs without 

make the whole world km,^ at le^t help t 

aSs 
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good part of it cornfortahlt', as tla liiim.nif paitlcnian 
now honaiui'd :is I.oril B.iifiim fnuu 1 whoti ho was 
Secretary of Stato for Iniuui. 

It was, then, with surh ih<iti,i:lits .is those that my 
miiiil was voxini dtiring inv star in Paris, iniirh to 
the disorder of my jtItM.smes, when whom .slmuld I 
meet but my friend Dwiglit- Rankin ! (haiifii d, 1 was 
yet surprised a!inost heyond eiuiuianre. I had 
at sduxil with the man, hut latri we haii lost sight of 
one airother, and still later I had heard of his <ieath on 
Gallipoli. I hail In’eti sorry. 

Dwight-Raukiii wa« u h!i«Kt, and I hava; an intel- 
lectual leaning towards hloiKis. They iiuy have only 
the most miulerate aspirations tuw.nds a state of 
grace, theirs may Iw only the most MrjN-iliei.d grasp of 
the culture of the ages, hut theiis not to reason why, 
theira but to do nothing and die. Thi'y may not 
Achieve, they may have nothing to (iive to the world, 
but nevertheh'ss they serve wveiid u.seful putixises 
and are decidedly a good market (oi Hriti^h Maile and 
Dominion-Made g<Kxj.s, such as golf links, foxe.s, sj>at.s, 
plovers' eggs, dumrs git Is, kipjrrs, the ConM*n,'ativc 
Party, night clubs, IsMikmakers, whisky, the Army, 
etc. They are also decoiative and are frequently aseii 
at balls and at our Minbarwies almsid. 

Dwight- Rankin remat k«} with gratification uimn 
my pleasure at the fact that he was still alive, raid 
invited me to take a glass of wine with him at the 
Rit 2 , which we were at that moment jwwing. Nothing 
could have been more agreeable to itre. itr my trotihled 
state of mind. We then intlulgetl in ronversation. It 
had rained the day before, imd we sjH»ke of the rain. 
There was a rumour that It had Itrtut snow’itrg in Kriglmul, 
and we spoke of the mow. Dwight -Rjutkln had just 
returned from Monte Carlo, where he had lost money, 
and I had just returned from Rome* where I had lost 

i86 
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roy Moute Carlo and Rome. 

Tin'll Dwij'bt.Kunkiu said that the report of his death 
on (hi.lUifii w.is a groKS t',\:i('g(Tation and that one 
should not Ik'Hcvc nil one hears. His youngq;r brother, 
Dwight Rankin sail', Inul iH'lieved the report with an 
agility suri'usiug in uuc who was a confirmed sceptic 
in all religions nuifters, had stepped into the property 
ainl had bankrupt before Dwight-Rankin could 
sny " knife." Dwight-Rankin said he was now a 
iiroken man. I rxlcinied him my sympathy, for which 


he thanked nus 

" Talking of death,'* he addl'd, “ that was a nasty 
end for Mrs. Ami>. wasn’t it ? ’’ 

" Mis. Amp ! ’’ 1 said. " Mrs. Amp ? Who was 

Mrs. Amp ? " 

Dwight-Kankin slid ; " Rheumatism and Roosevelt, 
you’ve never heard of Mrs. Amp ! Nor of the death ? 

Nor of the Duly Surplice ? " t. x. .. 

"I, ally Suiplice?’’ i said. Oh, yes, Ive heard 
of the Countess of Surjilici' 1 And how is she ? ’’ 

"She can’t be at all well," said Dwight-Rankm. 
"Slie’s dead. 'ruimny trouble, they saii. By the way, 
one doesn’t say ’ the Countt*ss of ' Surplice. One says 
' Laily Surplice.’ Do you mind ? '* 

" Not in the least," I said. 

" Then rlon't say it or write it. will you ? begged 
Dwight-Rimkin. "All you writers are ve^ v^e 
ahimt your titles. No, not vague — you are malinspired. 
It puts piHiple against you, I asswe yon. I often had 
a inind to triU Miss Marie Corelli about that, but I never 

I said : " You ms, Dwight-Rankin, I never hear any 

ftf ilit'sa* thiiifiSi I Bill Bot ill society* ^ 

That'i all right/' «id Dwight-Rankm. Hang on ^ 

Walter I " I said. " Two Martinis, please.” 



Ftirmells ThfU' (Fhif>nht» l\' f>U 

"Dry," Slid Ihvifilti K‘i*u!.in, ’ hi*, w.uu't \ni\ 

with ,i clash/’ 

It was hifirhiHiri fttraa ar.ti !!■? ’a.?,. !»H\vi|fi| 

with %\mm\ h*i csii'li MiliM wiiiKf Od'v i-awni 

the time uf dav with M'*nr niir 1 1 .r Th^ n* une mauv 
women with hw liri/* R.inkin 

skiid they wne Aiiutu'an. Th»ar wnv uhtux mmvn 
with go<Kl eomple'^inns mid Itigi- Ini IHviehf h/mkin 
said they wear I'a^dish. ilirn was a mail wlui 

looked like* a }neii\ giih exit jH fhaf Ins halt was Imijt, 
Dwight- Kuiikia sad hr wa^ kiiMwii as ft;r Wniis ilr 
Mmlow and flta? Ids finajils fluaiglif linn iihi m^i- 
velhms. Paring np mid iImwii was 4 tormli grfiflrnuifi 
with drooping ginger niouniailam, 4 gaidriua umi a 
dog. Dwighf Raiikin %iiil that li«* woio sPivs #aii! that 
the dog was ladtrii ” ll^loisr and AlMiaid," and 
1 asked liiin how iaw di^g cator to l-t** railed ” 
and Ahelaril " Dwight Rankin ?Hiid !^‘vrfrlv that ev«ii 
a dog must Vm* railed ‘^airihitig 

“I'he man whtt owns him. tin, ii, or ihetii/' siiii 
l)wight-“Kankiin "is llir Mafijin^ dts Hraiix Ass ID 
married a very liih Aiiiniiari, hut stir furii«f out to 
be a gir! of strong duiraetn and iiwiead of letting him 
sptiui her nmiify she siHiit all tns and tlirii divori'e«l 
him for Wmg inronii-ninil !ir lus iirvrr hiTii the 
sfune man since, hill tie itaiiagrs to rmike iin hnne^t 
living by idling faricy*iiwllrwsnk to Aigrntinr imh 
players. But you will tirar iiimr of linn whrii 1 tell 
you of the strange affair of llrs. Amp iiid I ady iHiiiptire 
the ktr Mrs. Amp," i^iil Dwigl i Itiiikm ghw^iiiily, 
** ami the latr Ijidy Surplirr. A girai piD By the 
way, an* you Itinrhing wiiti any oiir I 

I said : " Ho, but-— 

"That% all right/* mid Dwiglii U.mim, "I will 
lunch with you. I am sii|i|ioml to D* tisiithing wiili 
some people, but I am stiort '^ighirii iliat ! uiii’t 

m , 
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see them. If yon should remaxk two beantiM women 
looking at me with more than usual interest, just don’t 
take any notice. This short-sightedness of mine is 
developing into a nuisance. The other day I was 
having a clean-up at the club and when I came to wipe 
my face I found it was quite dry for the simple reason 
that I had been washing the face of the man next to 
me/' 

I said : In the meanwhile, shall we ’’ 

‘'This is on me/' said Dwight-Rankin. '‘Waiter, 
two Martinis, please." 

“ Dry,'* I said. 

“That's all right/' said Dwight-Rankin. “They 
always wipe them for me first." 


n 


The death of Mrs. Amp, said Dwight-Rankin, was 
the sensation of Paris in the spring of the year 1924. 
Who Mr. Amp was, it appeared, no one knew for 
certain. But it was said that he had fallen in love 
with a photograph of an English gentlewoman in Arab 
costume, had plunged into the desert to commune 
with his passion and had been kidnapped by a Sneilc^ 
in plus-fours who had a fancy for bald Americans with 

bulging eyes. However ... a 

Mrs Akp, said Dwight-Rarfan, died suddenly^ 
terribly ; and her mangled remains w^e *e 
of discussion in society for many a day. _ 

Fridav evening, and all Paris was dressing itself to be 
p limer-party tot M«,,^ 

pwenin^ at the Ritx Hotel. Just here, wnere 

gltBsy ey. “iSey to dia. 

tion hurled at him by the Dncness or ruu , 
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next TlinrKday to inn't the Slinh of i'l iif'i jaii nj! the 
occiisioii (tf Ids huuiif! l"st ids j' ?' 

Oil that Friday fwiiinf,', said K.tidaii. i!.i-ie 

was only one pmim «>f wi'' in I'aiK wlm was imt 
dressing to present at Mis. flap’s dnuut paity. 
That, said Dwight- Kankiii, vias Ui.l\ Suiplue, Mik 
Amp and Uuly Suiplire did isnt ^jn-.ik That is to say, 
said Dwight-Kaiikiii, they tn i-vi-iv mie aDntt 

each other ; hut wlieii tiiey nu t. had ynii drnpp(*tl a 
pin betw'cen them it w<iiild have m.iih- a imisc Ijke a 
bomb, and had yon lit a nuitth ilwif w<-iild h ive b-en 
a cascade of water from the inelniig ue 

Lady Surplire, said Duight tiankin, had In-n the 
greatest hostess in Ftnope (or (weiitv veins Lumlon 
dinwl with her when she was m Londun, rhiied 
with her M'heu she was in I'ari-*, Mu-.vhni met her at 
the station when slw went In Horne. Ni-w Y>iik hailed 
her as the DuelH'‘-s of Mavfait. while Ikdiii Iteach was 
h<‘r nntge-pol, and over Am**! ••hr east lier lotgnetfe. 
Naturally all this was v<tv emonuiging fm hadv 
Surplice, atui sfie hitteily lewnfrd anv intrtfeirnee 
with her hahifs. H«»w<-v«-i 

Lord Surplin'— only tec hnieallv kiiowri. said iHvight- 
Rankin severely, as "the Ivol of" dnl not amist 
at his wife's ftitertaiimH-nfs. He wan understood iti 
be faking the waters for diiil»tr« at a llydiojsithir 
Establishment near WiKaihidl hjsi, (>r rmivb*. said 
Dwight-Kankin, it was hver-trouhle Mini Tuiiliridge 
Wells, but one can't know evrrythitiK. 

Then one day, when Ijuly Siirptirc was at the height 
of her 8ucce®r, Mrs. Amp (el! wi Km»»iwi«, Nay, said 
Dwight-Rankiii, Mrs. Amp oWitcralnl linrofre. With- 
out Mr. Amp, but with Mr. Amp's imtlions. Mrs. 
Amp, said Dwight>Kankin, wa.s a laige svomnn : a veiv 
larges woman— and hearty. Met face wiw not tlud of 
Aphrodit® ; her %are not that of Mr.«, Veiiwn Owtle ; 

ikQD 


Farewell^ These Charming People 

but she had, said Dwight-Rankin, a certain Charm. 
Her descent on Europe was catastrophic. She enveloped 
Europe. And Europe loved it. She laid one hand on 
London and one on Paris, threw Venice over one shoulder 
and hung Deauville about her neck, and people just 
fell on to her lap. And what a lap, said Dwight-Rankin. 
However . , . 

For days and days people went about sa 3 dng : “ I 
say, what's all this about a Mrs. Amp ? Who is Mrs. 
Amp ? What ? " Then for days and dB,ys people 
went about saying : Have you met Mrs. Amp ? 

The devil, what a woman ! These Americans I Vhat ? " 


Then for days and days people went about saying : 

Are you dining with Mrs. Amp to-night ? Am I ? 
Good Lord, no 1 Why should one dine with hirs. Amp ? 
What ? " Then for ever and ever people went about 
saying : I’m sorry, but I must be going now. I am 
dining with Mrs. Amp to-night. What ? Oh, you 
are, too 1 Good, well meet over dinner.” 


Lady Surplice, however, stood firm. She wouldn’t, 
said Dwight-Rankin, accept Mrs. Amp. “ Mrs. Amp,” 
said Lady Surplice, “ is a low woman. One does not 
know' Mrs. Amp." But thousands did, said Dwight- 
Rankin. So Lady Surplice tore between London and 
Paris, giving luncheons, dinners, dances, and recep- 
tions right and left in the hope that no one would have 
time to go to any of Mrs. Amp’s parties. But people 
always had time, said Dwight’-Rankin, to go to Mre. 
Amp's parties. Mrs. Amp's parties were like that. 
uXoidable, inevitable, eternal. And, said Dwight- 
Rankin, uncommonly amusing- One met all ones 
friends at them, and the champagne was ^wa^ dry. 

Mrs. Amp was American, and Lady Surphce was 
bom in Netting HiU of Nonconformist parents, /md 
DSfht-EaJdn, they cenied the same .e«hte 
S’ Se ^Hood states. But Mrs. Amp -as tie 
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lar^n woman, llif* Uuuor ]■< I'mi.ihu 1;.!^ ‘'i.riiho 
was very tall, voty ilim. il.itl. , l.nil CiT 

Amp onvt’lopiil, aixi luiiM i.- uli ?)»• ,f ,, 

slofping'Car with hor hip'« mIk h .hr l.iv tm hi i 
Liuly SurpHfc was frlrnth *’, m h. t .irrirtn.itv and 
incl<)nutabh‘ in her nithwirtmn Mi Aititt was as 
with niouny as a 'IVmis-tain <■ Hid<d with in.iffhrs, 
but even so she couhl .stay th'- stats ni tlnnr uansis, 
anyhow' for at least five coiiist uni thm ni.4«- ih*ni 
sing and dance to her jpi*‘‘'ts on tojt ,if h i ,,|v Surjilu f 
was vt*r>’ Bn! Mts. Atnp sfiH«l mu fr,j (^o in 

her tiara. I.;uiv Stirpiice ui'.tii’ul*i« «il*. pu' up .1 
fight. But Mrs. Amp wiulonhirdiv w-on i .xlv Snijilite 
said: “Tliaf low, Iti-.-isflv wimnin ' ' Mi'. Amp 'Siid : 
" Mtiriel .‘inrplife is prtnni **! having di^ ovi-u-*! i Miiojif 
I am amn.s<'d at having dtJwovnrd Mnurl Sutphir" 

It gradually dawmsl on jMi.pii-, nant iHucht Hitnkm, 
that this Ix'tween Mrs, ,Ainp and l,*idv Sniplirr w,i\ 
not an affair which could la- m-iiIisI In a dinl at Malt 
Jongg, that this was a c,aM n( war to the death Mis 
Amp dietl first. 

On that Friday evening. Mis Amp w.is dirssing fm 
dinner in her house near tin f hnmj»% flvsi'es She sii 
at her toilet-lable, and whibi her maul did this and 
that to her hair, whkh, said Itwight Rankm. aspired 
doggedly rather than beautifully to ihr itnwle. Mrs. 
Amp piussed the time by hsiking out of the windows 
upon the noble trees ai the Chaniiw FlysA-s . and 
presently drew her maid's altrulion to the luii tlut 
a circus was at that momertt taking »» sfatiori henrath 
them. " I want to tel! you," »«»d Mrs Amp to her 
maid, " that I am Just orary alxni! circuses Don't 
forget to remind me to engage rair the mut time I 
pull a party." 

Those, her maid later told Dwight*Kaid,m. were 
almost the last words Mm, Amp in this world. 
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For even as she uttered them an uproar became audible 
from without : the air was filled with screams, yells, and 
curses ; while the roars of savage beasts struck terror 
into the most stable heart and convinced the maid, 
she told Dwight-Rankin, that the end of the world 
was at hand. 

With a cry to Mrs. Amp, who sat staring out of the 
window as though transfiSced, the maid fled; for the 
uproar from the circus was caused by nothing less than 
the escape of the lions from their cages; and these, 
their maddened nostrils attracted by Heaven knows 
what odour, were rushing furiously on Mrs. Amp's 
house, vainly pursued by their keepers. For the 
keepers, said Dwight-Rankin, appeared to be quite 
helpless ; their whips lashed the air with inconceivable 
energy, but there seemed to be a grave lack of mtenSe 
between their commands and the lions' movements; 


wliich was later only half explained by the fact that 
they were Italian keepers in charge of French lions. 

The lions, with a bound, with a series of bounds, 
passed the concierge’s lodge, wherein the concierge was 
clinging to an excrescence from the ceiling ; and when 
the mangled corpse of poor Mrs. Amp was later found, 
it was recognisable, said Dwight-Rankin, only by the 
perfume which the poor lady was used to affect and 
wliich gave proof of its quality by rising superior even 
t o the lively odour of the lions. However . . . 

In such manner, said Dwight-Rankin, did Mrs. Amp 
give up the spirit. Nor was the sensation caused by 
lier nasty death at ail soothed by the evidence of her 
trembling concierge, who, before the Conference of 
Ambassadors that sat to inquire on the great hostess s 
death, gave testimony to the efiect that ^ 
mshed into her bedroom Mrs. Amp ^ distacdy h^d 
to cry • “ This is the doing of Munel Surphce ! 1 will 
be revenged, if I roast in heU-fire for itl " 
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Tile concierge, <4 rmiisc, viul K'.uikin, (.;.ive 

his evidfiia* in hu-utii, an>l il.r mtcijaci. is 

had transiuU’d it h'f the }»!*(.> isf *■! thf Tutih ii iici' tif 
Ambassadors, tlios*- d)stiiiKtnsiii-tl >>* itllrim n wrir nut 
a little dislml'i'd in ihf umiiK.iis, it hutil™ 

of Mrs. Amp'.s dying wnmls And. v.id Invight kankm, 
rightly. 


t!i 


It was when vvc riuiw in the Mii.ini an*! I.isf ji.itf 
of the atfaii tif M)s Atiip and 1 .uiy hmphti. wiiiih 
took plaee in Londoii in-.iih- .t vc.o t.un, ihaf he iimiM it, 
said iHvight Hankiii. mli ird > 1 |n.h the striie. lie w.i^, 
in point of fart, qnio- deimdilv it ».[Hiiihdilr fur ilte 
awful end to mv I.,«iy Sijij>lnes Ust diimn p.utv, 
a ciremnslanee whnh wtmld pn-v on his mind in las 
dying day. Foi. wid l»wighi Iwuikin. iutd !»«■ not 
at the last mommi iwu • i.mj*rlled. by wmie fonc 
outside himself, to take a Inid t-m for a sjsu of diimer, 
and therefore to nunel hin ni^affement t« dtin- with 
Lady Surplice, notlimg uniowaid lotild i'0'>i.ij»h liave 
hapfHincd to that [m»oi larty. 

He had, however, been able to piree eveiy 

detail of the tertiWr event* of th.u dttiiin parly with 
the help of the retatioii* of ihtwr of his fnetuk who 
were presrnt : the mwt rrlinhli nmimg fhrse t« »ig 
Shdmerdene (that lovely larlyj. t,ii\ Tiavest, most 
upright of men, and I’erty Wndw-irth, hi\i M.iojin-..;, 
of Markethurbornugh. the laird i hawilh.i «•! I ngl n.ti, 
who was. said l>wight*Kankii», a veiy hiarty man .tnri 
a devil for accuracy whether on the Wtadwrek oi the 
roundabouts. 

It was Christmas Eve. wd a dirty mghi A violent 
wind distracted the tonm. htuhwg the r.uu with idiot 

m 
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fuiy against the wiiulnws of swift limousines and, no 
doubt, said Dwiglit-Raiikin, greatly inconveniencing 
those thought less iu‘is<nis wiio had gone abroad without 
their limuusiiK's. iUit since Lady Surplice’s dinner was 
in honour of royalty, in the irerson of Son Altesse le 
Prince <lc; Finaleauseltz, of the Royrd house of Bonbon 
do |andK>n-Fanne, her guests, with that polite servility 
which distinguishes the freedom-loving peoples of 
piijdaiid and America, wore within the house in St. 
James's S«iuare hy a ciuarter to nine o'clock. 

Dinner was not yet announced; the conversation, 
easy and elegant, eiitbiaced the topics of the day; 
while the more youthful wandered, as though aim- 
lessly, towards ihe far corners of the spacious drawing- 
niiun, where stned the busts of notable men by Epstein 
and Mestiovic. Now I.ady Surplice never would have 
aw'ktiuls .served in her house since a friend of hers, 
an horiiuai> altadif at the Bulgarian Legation, had 
succumheil to a ptonriiine-poisoning gotten from 
swallowing a cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. But my 
lady’s buthu-s were wont, such is the ingenuity of the 
lowTr wrt, to s«‘creti' cocktails behind the busts of 
notable men by iHwtein tmd Mestrovic. thus killing 
two birds with one stone ; for while, on the one hand, 
they satisfied the reasonable thirst of the rampany. 
they also, on the other hand, gave Lady Smplice much 
rt!al phiiusurc in seeing how her friends were en^oured 
of the most advanced art of the day. Lady Surphee 
herself loved the most advtmced art of the day. 
the most advanced art of the day loved Lady Surplice. 
Phiywrights, for instance, doted on her. One uaa 
put' her into a play as a courtesan for money (i 205 P«: 
formanres), one as a courtesan by temperament (2700 

a =?»rte,a= by 

(still running), and lastly another as a courtesan to p 

the time. This last was never produced, as the Lord 
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Chamberlain banned if **n i!»" fimund that it was loa 
cynical. However ... 

Imagine, said Dwighf' Kaiikm, with what ( ojislcr- 
iiation Lady Stirpike sushknly licMivcicd that the 
company was thirteen in mnnlM't ! Mie was tivni She 
said; "It i.s the fault of that natgUt iv’.iiikin niau. 
I had forgotten that he ha«l pnt sin* ..if .n the last 
moment. That low, detestable inati I How ruih' jH'ople 
with two names can he ! Htst what shall w. tio ? We 
cannot dine thirteen, and on t hiisttJi.is h.ve ! V.nir 
Highneas, what would v«*» advise i 1 am ijuiif nn.tble, 
my dear Highuesss, to sit down thitlts-ii at meat. I 
detest meat, but you know what I mean. It would 
quite di'stroy my intk.*' 

" His Highness," Siiid (itiv <i<Klol[»hm (itevtlh* Hawke, 
twenty-first Viscount de Travest, " might veiv jmsHihy 
prefer to have his luck coinpletelv de»(ti(i\ed ; fm the 
present luck of Koyalfy in Kuto|w is, if 1 may wy so, 
sickening." 

Lord MarkelharlKHongh had la-en Jiu some liine 
examining the busts of notable meti by Mistt.nhc and 
Epstein, smd had tberefore not heaid whut had gone 
before ; but that did not deln hmi from asking one of 
those pertinent questions whiih «amr* jiaturallv to hi.s 
fearless mind, " Since," said the I ortl Chain ell..r, " we 
are thirteen, are we a woniiin t'to many «f a man ? 
Let us first get that quite dear." 

“ There is always a woman too iitany." smq.jH'd Lady 
Surplice, whereupon Datnc Warp nifcaje ftuward and 
said bitterly l>etw«n her teeth 

" I see I am not wanted. Ixt it nrvia la; .siiid that 
a decent woman — I said a dcwil woman evei stoiw! 
in the way of her friends' Hijmtiteni. I will go." 
She was, however, sootheil by Monsirw rh ;. Beaux 
Aces, whUst the other gentlemen very p«>j«’il> laughed 
the superstition to scorn. In juriind.u Mi W:up, 

aqt* 
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who was eminent in private life for liis researches into 
the defuiu'.t brand i of political thought once known as 
liberal ism, but wjis better known in public as the 
husband of Diime. Warp, distinguished himself by the 
elegant sdiolarship of his scepticism. 

Nor, said Dwigiit-Rankin, were the ladies — to wit, 
SheInK'idene, the Lady Fay Paradise, Lady Pynte, 
Miss Punu'ln Slar, and the Lady Amelia Peep, who was 
a young huly of the liighest fashion with her hair parted 
af ihv side, a taicuit for writing poetry, and a governixig- 
classi's voin;-^ nur were they behindhand with their 
ridit'uie of so childish a fancy as Lady Surplice's, that 
could be susceptible of the least harm through 
sitting thirteen nt table. 

Diiiaer,'' said the doyen of the butlers from the 
do(U-, is served, my lady.” 

“ TuIImH 1 ” cried Lady Surplice. "How dared 
you not warn me tliat we were thirteen for dinner? 
Wliy do you not answer me ? Is this a time for 
silence ? " 

" Decidedly," said the Lord Chancellor, " for I am 
hungry/’ 

" My lady," saici the wrctclied Talbot, " I am sorry. 
It quite escaped my notice. I will send in my resig- 
nation in the morning." 

Says my lady witlx a higli look : "Talbot, you will 
expiate your sin now. You will at once leave the 
house. You will walk round St. James's Square. And 
you will invite the first person you meet in to dine 
witii me. Go." 

Tlie <'onversation after the butler had gone became, 
said Dwight-Rankin, rather strained; and only the 
polislu*d genius of Lady Surplice could have sustained 
it at anything approadiing a well-informed level, as 
wlu*u, turning to tlu^ Lady Amelia Peep, she said : 

And what, mv clald, is your father doing to-night? 
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I hm\ askrti liiia fi» rlinr %vi!'i iiu\ liiii hv ;,ud !ir 
1 lin{H' if h '* 

Wrarini:»" siuii l.li*' { . <! 1!^^! 

s^iiuus. Hi* is ill S.W. i iii fl,8^ i|i, ur laUMiii* 

Htii'k Wr.uirii^ lit hr \n,uU 4 Htd.f ni fl*r 

Year's lIttiHnus. It?* is mU ,] nj Is;.., j 

III* will hi* waiiiiiif: lit Irsiiii lUuuui: 

“ I>yki*s/* r*4ul laity hin^liir Mr fiMi a fa su|,|!v| 
loi wuvrry.aliMii Hitr shf.nila a ! .hi 1 , 4 ., 

'nu*y an* law, l.aak, iui Uista’ n , huw fliry tus^l ii|i 
with that Amp Wiaii.tin Ii^^k hm fliai Iuum! 

tait illauaimi“i« t! Hiikt' i4 MjII ni.i-lr a firw of iiiiit 
ilnailhil Min, Uaiutv honi 1 Ar-*! af th«* lliikr of 

Doar ! iluo t*aniiol kii*av iIj.ii in.iti, Hr lia*. aiiii.tltv 
beoM iiivi»irrt| lyrtr nvn aiMiii f•flg|.l!i4t ih 
siinplv lloutli’i! wifit r% I)ti» i»f IliMI, Aoii \Ulili* 
the ih.iki* iiaiulyrs tiw aliiioHi violnit [sirfialilv foi 
niiildlraiaNS iiatiM iritoiiN, his 1 i*in iiiviiiloi a 

rod ivilii wiaeli tr lafi fatdi Mioiknl Nahinin, h, ihai 
patrieian, is it rv<*ii |*rii!hfiiaiilv / Aiisivir liir, veil! 
Hi|;hHi*NH, In IIUn 11 tilisr foi Mlfiwr'? Him Inuk ,t! 
Hot Ihiehixs of Hainlal aio! Saotl ! Slir in its iltii^ iimw, 
and I hear slir lots lovers larlit ainl Irfl ittid sif'; !i|i 
every night m the Jmlin illn Sftmr Nfi'iriiig at preplv 
thnnigh an rniriiilil fiioiio«1r ami diirikiiig pink ih.iiu 
pagiu* fhrongti a straw. Is itoit jmt. k it ieav»ieiMe, 
is it evrii ilmtif ? Mini^igiiinir, wlmt dtt ytiu tliiiik } 
Is this a tknr for siktiri? ? ** 

Yi% pltin«r’ plrii4«l Fiiy ** Ihn jit-a 

liiok at wliai N !u|i{M’*nitig I 

But it wm Shflnifrilefir, mul Dwigtif Kafildti, wlio 
had first ?4rt*ii thr girat Amt SliiltiirNlmr 

WUH very favniiimWy 

*’ H-aptaii* CltarilyH itnntiiiiirrd I'aJi^ii 
Uidy Snrpltce. «kl IlwiglifHlAiiktii. %i;4s aho v*i’ 
favourably impre»ail» Stir cikrd, ** lly «Kir Hap! am 
, ^ , 
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('liari!\ , l:'-w kind of you to come to a perfectly strange 
hdiise ! r>ut \(m arc so good-looking that I feel I 
„u!'iit to luivc‘ "kiKiwu you all my life.” 

Kow lie who was railed Captain Charity did not 
aiijH-ar to Ih‘ of those who suffer from nervousness. 
Ills lean pivscure, iiKired, radiated a certain authority. 
Aiitl lie ;.iuihd at 1 ady Huridice in a cold but charming 
wav- k'"! one can’t do better, said Dwight-Rankin, 
tl'uuv lake Sliehncnieiie’s swift first impression of the 
m.iu. Slirlmeidene said that he was a tall, lean, young 
man, dark and beautiful; his air was military, but 
with' a pleasing suggest inn of culture; and as he came 
towards the rianp.iuy Iw appeared to look at nobody 
hut (iuv de Tiavi st, and iilwayshe smiled, Shelmerdene 
Pad told l)wif',h! Rankiu. in a cold but charming 


"'•^Hiven't we," doubtfully stiid de Travest to the 
t.ctli id that r.did sndl'', " met before somewhere? ” 
t )iu* must iinagine those two, said Dwight-Rankin, 
a- making as hiuvedookiug a pair of men as one could 
w'idi' !o see: the stnuiger, dark and beautiful, and 
Cuv de Travest, <iuiet and yellow-fair: the lean, dark 
dandy with the mocking mouth and the fair thunder- 
,.;,d of il.uKli.'S with the frozen eyes. , , . , 

’ •’ 1 think uol." said Captain Chanty, and he said. 
Pm von are very like Michael." 

•' .Michael ? " quotlt m ^ird. " And who, pray, is 

" m' mrhangc'l/* said Captain Charity and that was 
that or Indy Surplice, who was fairly taken with 
1 i dark lijiutv of the stranger, could no longer brook 

■'lU'rsr 

ulio buys' her shoes ut Fortnum and Masons and rides 
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to houuds fiJisr days ui a wtrk ,ill ilonuidi fhi’ 
just to sot a this i% Mv lUiiit^la 

Star, who was Irfl many nnlh'U’^ hx an Aiiiifnian. 
ArnKiuans arr rat!a‘r ddhruli, tm drat i 4|tt4t!i t haniy, 
but she is channiiig. Atol fhts in Sin liiirnl* in-, win 
lias no siiruaine in'rause shv hoN iim suuwior hut whu 
is becoming the her«iine of nil the ladies in al! thr 
suburbs because a iiiisgunif-d vtnn r, ifiafi onrr |ui! tm 
into a book. Ati, awi bay ! M\ t .i|>fr4n t I .}ii!\. 

this is Lady Fav PaiailiN-r the bi-aiifini! wnin.ia 

in England” Sla* nevei \%tiU bei iiinilH aiifl !iev«*i 
uses tile same lovei twna . Lo vou, iktihiiC i Wheieas 
here is Lady Amelin ed-o is *is vvt iitnmuiiHl lim 
she Writi‘S poe'liv td*MUl blld' nod lif ‘1 fathef UMlOs 
to be made a Duke, V*»n wdi lo,* in i, sbr ih ap|ioimri! 
with evet'V inodriii « unveiuf-ner Ami Imr Lnty^ 
where aiT you? Ah, ilme In e iidiniiiitg 

wwlis of art ! L.ook at the !si<k <4 tns liead the 
strength, the. ciiarin, the iniuiil innw r»f n \ iVrrv, 
come here at once! This, iin dmi ikipi.iiii C'harily, 
is Lord Market haiboiougla win* i\ ,t I ool lliaiit tEor, 
you know. Areidl you, iViey ? Hut «!o you not 
answiT me? .Is this ii time h'f Miriiri* i 

** Dinner,*' said the man srfvnh .iiiv 

lady/' 

Good I *' sau! I.ord MaiknloitHnmigii 
Now* tlie high position fhet ! adv Sinplne had won 
for IutscE in tlie hierairlty td' hiistr^si ?* %\\m due lo 
nothing so nnu’h as to t!ir faii thaf %hr %ioii!d not ever 
tolerate any but genmil roiivri^iiion alioiif hn table, 
Whereas, Siuci Dwight 4<iiiiicitu at rvrry oilier dtiiiwi in 
London one must lie iwitiiiiialh hliitliriiiig m 
lo one's right or left to wctiii**o wlm laivr nolhing fr 
say and doi/f know how to my it, wi itiai tbrie iirv*i 
c’^an be any eon versa! ioiial give aiiiLtnk i.il.it.jiit ilie 
table. But lady Sur|ilirr uioil jao|Mih iti\e4«l on 



Fijre'iveil, These Charming People 

conversatiouiil give-and-take at her parties. She gave, 
you took. She gave, .said Dwight- Rankin, magnificently. 


Lady Surplice said : " I detest self-conscious people. 
No one was ever s(df-conscioiis until the middle-classes 
were inventi'd. Oscar Wilde invented the middle-classes 
so (hat he could make fun of them, as he vrould not have 
dreamt of making fun of his betters, like that Somerset 
Maugham man. Unfortunately Oscar died without 
making a will, and as no one knew what to do with 
his inv(Mdion we let them, with usual English slackness, 
gi'ow until they have swamped the whole country.” 

'■'rUe other' day,” said the Lady Amelia Peep, “I 
went into my father’s study to tell him that I was 
engaged to be married ” 

" Ilut, Amelia, you are not I ” cried Lady Pynte. 

“ True,” said the Lady Amelia. “ But to say one is 
engag(;d when one is not and to be married without 
being em.piged are the only parlour-games open to a 
jevne. fill'e of anv red modesty. ‘ Father,’ I said, ‘ I am 
engag'ed to be" married. What do you know about 
thd ? ” Mo w;us busy writing a letter, but absent- 
inindedlv he stretched a hand out towards a volume 
(if Del»rett. siiying : ' What initials, child ? ’ I thought 
that so sweet/* 

■' Personally,” said I.ady Pynte, " I adore snobs. 
Tlmv aj-e at least faithful to their principles.” 

Faiihhil 1” cried my Lady Surplice. “Did you 
s.iy faithful, Cornelia ? Is there such a thing as 

fidelity?** _ 

Dam un sautmge.," bitterly said M. des Beaux- 

•■Fmt what is fidelity?” cried my lady. "Ypur 
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Hifjlinf'P*?, wliy <In y<'n i.-'' auni,- n. : 
iklclify ? l.s iliis :i tim" fi-i ■.jlrfi, r- f ■ 
'' ' iM(i('li1y ‘ is tiir fi'li- -f .1 i-.rv. v.i.\ 
prnfloni.'tii whn had t "* 
rcqijfslcd jud in *.}»Mk ns; 

"Fidciity,” fiilti-ilv • li I p.in;, \\ 
game of which a tlcn-)!! u.-iii in I 


I .i .ir. r K. 


i .! v.ttjf:-:; 
wIlH W,!S 

I hr onl}* 

— never tires. I j,. id., >• 

"Fidelity would su< !. 

"if only mu* ronld rvt-t dr. i,],- vo’...ni f.dtldii! 

" Atriflia,'' aied ! .«lv Su)|.ln,. " ] i,.,,, 

at Mardia I’nlucv's h .l! I...,! i,i,-ht Wh.n h.,., ,( f ■■ 
" Lousy, dear," sigli.-d ili. jjidv 
I'itk'liiy, said I.i id ^f uk* lli.utit.n.n.di , 

lieautifn! tulcid, if I run -..n' m, I ■M..i'fiirsi(.!v’ 
however, I am rmt a iit.iii <4 (.ih-ni } - ' 

"I." com}.l.ur„d rhu A„„,„ i.,i' "'.'j;,,,,,,. 

nothing of fid.-hiy or ml.d.i.fv, as I h.iv.- s. 'fir hnn 
a mnrtjT fo virginitv." ’ 

"Fidelity." wul Cui.f.dti ( hariiv, " h ..if Hut 
surely, ar.'i esi iY/,irn mUm i " 

I'idelity i.s liddJrsiu ks," si!rt|ij«ai M i|i s Hi-anx 

"I lM‘g ymir jsmlnu (*' irinl I .ulv IVnte *’ \fv 
good man, I myiMlf know wvrnd woimn wiio h.ivr 
gone hrougl. meredildr ordeals in ih,. l„vor... 
tmd the Pres.s owing to ihnr fidrhtv to thm I.,vus 
‘f,"* '!•"* rvlHin inw/ viitne ! " 
on!,, y'»»f>K K* rdlein in who |.,id sts.krii 

3% jew? 

"Talking of Jws." «,hJ M ,i„ H,,wrAM.s "1 

"•* Kh'iitan 

■ 3oa 
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" And wind;, sir, ha.s that to do with the point ? " 
u('> lilt- l.r.n’ (luiiiccllor. 

■' Nothing, tVuink God ! ” said M. des Beaux-Aces. 
“ I dt'U'st points.” 

" Amelia,” bitterly said Dame Waxp, I hear you 
were at Martha Putney’s ball last night. What was it 

like ? ” . , * 

" Divine, dear,” sighed, the Lady Amelia. 

Thus, saiil Dwight-Rankin, the dinner proceeded 
with a degree of animation, of gaiety, that was unu^fd 
even about La.dy Surplice’s memorable table. The 
morale of tlie diners was excellent : their address polite, 
their appetites suave, their wit easy and swift : their 
ion in iirie, irr* pro<idiabl,e. Wliile even His Highness 
the' Prince de Fiualeauscltz was so agreeably affected 
bv tin- swift inttxchangc of repartee and back-chat 
tliat Dwight-Rankin Jissured me, he contributed on 
two ’separate, occasions to the entertainment. How- 


All was. therefore, going beautifully when the Lady 
Fnv Paradise remarked, with amusement not upmged 
with repulsion, that some one had spilled the salt. 

'• La ! ” cried Lady Pynte. . , ^ ^ 

“ Who 1ms spilled the salt ? ” cried Lady Smplice. 
'Fhe Lord Chancellor has spilled the salt, said Mr. 


cried 


Wai[>. 

" Hell 1 ” said the Lord Chancellor. 

Over your shoulder, over your shoulder ! 

' '"Oh Percy 1 ” cried my lady. “ To spill the salt is 

wni.si imlueky 1" ^ * i- 

" (.)h, pouf ! ” said the Lady Amelia. 

" Oh' clear ! ” said Pamela Star. 

” I’m really very sorry,” said the Lord Chancellor. 
■.wT/you have sphled the salt ?” bitterly said 

Dame Warp. 
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'* Kf.ii;-,-, why .ill Ill •• I '• •iu'iiiii 

" l''u'-s ! " (t'ii'd 1 .uh Siii|ihif, 

'■ I'm ri-ullv very smiv," ..ml i!;) I ,.id ('. 
" Mv I uIh'i," suil liis Hisjlmr .. " lusi 
«« Uh> day lu* spilli d siiiiii> s;ili “ 

■■ Thcfi It) s|»i!l salt mii',! In' hu kv,” n 
Tr.ivrst. ■' fill ytiiit Kraniit.uiirr. mi. lust hin 
mit hiiviiiy tilt* t tii sjiill .my .salt." 

” Weil, all 1 rat! sn\ is.” siKhcc'i my l:i<| 
thank llratm wa aic tint ditiiiif' thirfi'ni.'' 

I'm nalh- wiv sniry." said tin lain! t'| 
It Was r.xai tlv at ih.tt inniurni, Mtid r<wi| 
that stmu* mu* at the lahlr hl mu a veil. 'S 
till mif I'.m till tn tliis day, Htii sunic t>i 
I.md Maiki*!iuulwinnij;h spik*’. Hidiltwl ; - 
" Hut wr ate ! \Vr air ihiilwii I " 

Ytm lan'i, stud Dwight Katikin. drscribr 
winds till* I'jfi ct (if that s«i}i of trrror, It 
Inrn as fliutigh sunir uiir had ttiritrd a tap 
and ltd mit ilir lil(«sl hiuu all thrii fucrs, 
ititagiiHMlirm. stiitl Dwinld Kaiikiti, as all mi 
t‘yfs. staling fnuju.aily at tin* riijj n than 
hat! htt ii hut a tunmpiu before thr jh rsnii t; 
t'aili’d liiinself Cajtlain t'lnuiiv 
■' Hitt lid' is tt«i much J *' suhltt! I ady P] 
laird MarkrthiirlKirmigh. Imwi'ver, tipin*! 
quite iiiinmvisl He stutl : " Wia-n is a e. 
fhap? Will'll he falls timler the tahlc ht-fuj 
port has la-fit rttund." 

Bui Captain f lmrily wasn’t. Dwig 
vitider llw; Inhie, He wasn’t, in fiitt, tuivw 
seen in the lurgr ri»«.ni, Thev Itmlktst everyw 
the h'wilderetl siliinc was binken nnly liy tin 
of Ihinie Warp, who had notalde .tdeimids. 
"Talbot f" ciied laidy Surpljcr. 
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“ I'm afiaid poor Talbot won’t be much use on this 
occasion,” munnured Shelmerdene. 

“ But the man can’t have disappeared 1 " cried my 
lady. “ Talbot, did you see Captain Charity leave the 
room ? Answer me at once, Talbot. Is this a time for 

^'\rn<;(*dcd, said Dwight-Rankin, only the base terror 
on th<! man Talbot’s rugged face to seal the terror of 

the company. , , „ j 

“For God's sake, man, speak up 1 snapped the 
voung gentleman who had spoken only twice before. 

" I saw him go 1 ” whispered the man Talbot. Saw 
’im I did with these eyes ! One second he was on that 
chair, anti the next— gorn, phut 1 Begging your pardon, 

And^^thcn, 'said Dwight-Rankin, came perhaps the 
worst blow of all. It was only then that Shelmerdene 
grtw really, sharjily, terrified. For on the immovability, 
the valiancy, of my lord Viscount de Travest all who 
were priviuWd to know liim were wont to rely, as on 
a very column of courage. Whereas now what couW 
thev think ? For, as the man Talbot made an end to 
his craven whispering, Guy de Travest was seen to be 
rising in his chair, his eyes as though frozen to some 
point of the ror,ni, his forehead glistening with those 
clean drops of sweat that add to the charm of officers 
of the ir(»usehold Cavalry and distinguish them from 
tho.sc^ genteel persons who “ perspire. However . . . 

“ 'The deuce 1 ” whispered de Travest. Oh, the 

lt.c Uo-ly Amdu 1>«P. and, 

“ho' didn'lT'S DwigM-Kankin, know much about 
furniture ' but along the wall towards the doors was a 

k>ng sort of anlitiue whatdoyoucallem—a.nyhow there 

liwhu n'diciuc urLsement there, and on .t, a. mtervalc 
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lifir* fif 


*1 IP 


of a loot or so ajmrf-, stoori 
candles in tall canrlIi*snVks 
*'Gixy I cried Fay IG-O-of-i . 
De fravast, now slMndiny fifcl! 
was staring at tho line fd iwriv 
doyoiicallem. He iniuniiirtn 


4 < 




^ , \Uiaf is it ? 

file coitijiany, 

‘ ^ ufi f fi,. wli.if * 

^ dt»iri kiitiu./’ 

lio laai 


Slid 

tulliweil itif iiiiMfj,, 
t,i kt'tp that 


file 

nf 


doof 


“Percy/' slirilleci Lady Siifn|iM% “\vhif 

think ? " ' 

“ There’s some f!ifke‘iy 
Lord CliJUicdlor, wlio Inn 
de Travest's eyes. “ T« I! 
closed." 

"I darm’t my latiy I " tfu- nun I'.lk.t 
Some one langlu'ii. 

Wlio laughct! ? ” ciN il SIm tu* 

.xm Voti corny ? 

What s your Inirry P* * r h, two f 

''But wk> is 1,0 to ? " i,,iv Pv..,, 

bitter/ 

Gently, Guy. gently 1 n,„1 |m, w.ttt,. '■ ! 

not provoke I»m. Let us not provoke anyone.- 
screamejl Lady Surpbre. ih,.„ j, 
that every one realised tn the toll what eh uVli ,1 . 

that ju'kUh. gri.a ,,l (h. I,,;, ( 
flmtJrf fhcTwri?’ ''ir' iw 

wpe'4S:"S;:;:!— 

■■whatdoa,“a^, 'v^v'tij:;:^.'r' 

Is this a time for silence ? ^ ^ 

Slowly, slowly, the pmena# ,j . 
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eyes and the candles towards the door: the eighth 

caiuih', liie nintli, tentli, eleventh 

“ Talbot, hold that door I ” cried de Travest. 

Slime one langlu'd. 

“ Who huighed ? ” sobbed I^ady P 5 nite. 

Lord Market harhorough spoke: "Wiiat is this 
absurdity, sir? Who the devil are you? Speak up 
now I ” 

The',’ saw the door-knob turn, they heard it turn. 
"Not so quickly 1 cried de Travest, “ We can’t 
k-t you go m quickly ! ” 

" (iently, (iuy, g<'ntly ! ’’ said Mr. Warp. " Let him 
i;<i. We can then discuss the matter at our leisure.” 
They saw the door open, an inch, a little further. . . . 
"Tii(‘ word ‘ devil,’ ” said a voice from the opening 
diior, and the wry voice, said Dwiglit-Ranldn, seemed 
to smile in a cold Imt cluu'ming way, " the word ‘ devil,’ 
inv loi'tl, conies very ajit to this moment ; and is, if 
Vt’m but knew it, more iwecisely organic to the occasion 
than at any pnwious time in the life which you have 
diMliratc’dto me with such higli scholarship, iron principle 
and lofty ardour. But 1 must take this opportunity to 
iirolesl,” warmly cuntimied the voice of Captain 
Clvarity, "againk the present frivolous use of such 
laajor expletives as ‘ hell,’ ' damnation,’ and ‘ devil.’ 
’I'hey were created only for occasions of deep corrup- 
tion, for moments of incredible baseness, for profound 
and 'monstrous annoyances, and, in particular, for use 
during times of inconceivable boredom. For instance, 
1 inight witli propriety apply each one of them severally 
to (iilierent aspects of Lady Surplice’s charmmg dinner- 
party ; but cuurtesy forbids. I give you fareweU, my 

lord, ladies, and gentlemen.” _ 

" Y<iu might apply, sir 1 You give us farewell, sir 
How sir ! " cridi my Lord Markethaxhorough, who was 
not leas fearle^ as a man than he was puissant as a 

307 




Fiin’wei/, These Charming People 

Th<‘ agreeable and scholarly voice of Mr. Warp broke 
the silt 'lice : — 

" \'t ,ur utterances, sir, appear to me to show a 
deddciily anti-Semitic bias. Are 3W sure that is quite 
wise ? 

“ Se.fially, 3-e.s ; politically, no. And I believe, Mr. 
Warp, that all good Englishmen have been accommo- 
(laiing themselves to that dilemma for the last fifty 
years. By inclination, however, I am naturally an 
anli-S<'mite., since Hebrew is the language current in 

Paradise," 

‘‘ I'or pit}''s .sake,” said M. des Beaux-Aces, “don’t 
say that Itnglish is the language current in Hell. They 
liav(‘ alrciuly enough ricli colonies.” 

“ In th( Scriiiiiiics," sJiid Darne Warp bitterly, “it 
is written, if 1 remember ardght, that persons with 
such uncmivoiilional view's as yours are consigned for 
tnuT, with ajijinipriate tonnents, to a place which it 
ill Iwfils a decent worntm — I said a decent woman — to 
call I IVII. 1 can see, however, no traces of the chastening 
efici't of .so proper a punishment in your form of address 
to p('opl<‘ to whom you have been scarcely introduced. 
Intlecd, you si'cm to be an unpleasantly self-assured 
young man." 

" (tcutly, my love,” Mr. Warp admonished her. 
“ We are not yet precisely informed as to who the 
Croat ure is. Should he be Lucifer himself a certain 
arrogance is permitted to him by the unanimous 
autlutrity of all the best scholiasts. I incline to think, 
luwevor, that he is only an inferior demon, such as 
platruo the shrill imaginations of minor French agnos- 
ti<-.s and continually prick the Conservative Party into 
a wns.‘le.<«>aatipalhy to Free Trade. But let us wait— ” 
'riio iloor, which had all this while been held ajar, 
clo.sed sliEuplv. Do Travest started. Had the presence 
(,'one? Cries my Imrd Marketharborough;— 
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"*IIiiVi‘ yan HUi .iwav, v^i; luliinn 

'MH‘iir tm\ im f '* ih’ 

f itULSt liiai 1 dVA j.? i, 

A’iiiiii vtHi rhariuiiir piMpIr yui *ip '.v’;i fhi 
(liiiil,^ nlllhi ufiM' iv.rlt. Vmii ru;. *, i / * i 
jtist as wt^il Im' iMiki.d in f!^» p;| ui ;i - 
Khlis. But f sn|fj>u:.n I inn.! -nu nuul I l'i\r 
iiiy pumn 

** Ytnir ** | s, 

[^niniisn Winu lh tin* stan U'Vi.A], 

uow ? ” 

l)t»*ri,iVi"f strrnh* : !ii.|\' I f»;. 

l!uit t»f uiir |.t» uriai! hju uu~ urn « i\ i:u . 
mvisihin piauH'-aii:-., in;, „ r‘n , 

and tirniuns ? 

Oil, i.utni* I '* ta.i.i||lm! tli»' t'>f|jrr. V' -ir 
lion, nay, your cnntury. in in»>a' n i 

stithm iliari any lluai Inn. t*r!« a li !-> 

ihu! \’yii luiVv ailri'iil ftir- arty. .Ur iu.r,v 

by the iiirannst su|»ri%!;iHi:iri ui all. wli.i..ii m i 
sinisn.'* 

’riiut in. IV or ttuv tM ln\" sud ihi' I, mi 
crilor ; ** Uiu iitav I miii Iu imn 

lluif it is Ctunailni'd niubr’f imi ii»»uii 

at II !;idy*H lalilr onlv to itihiirs*. Bri ? 

“ A lady ? ** tbv iMhvt. 

** A l*a!>% mlainly ! snaanrd inv 
Wliat lady ? ' 

** lauly Swi|:-iliii% mi,*' 

Wrll, %}w imy a kdy/* ilir Cliina * 
" hut site k nf*rntiiilv no griiflrmutian ** 

'* What I " ciirtl Lady Si4i|4iris lirt fiaint 
isuitmil supidaiitrd by an^^rr. " Afr v«hi i«'h 
m\ ymt hw man? Taliya I Wlirir w 
Talbot, »tow llib person Ibr dti^sr ! If jaai 
Mti him, ym tm mt thr 4mw, Ojrii it/* 

3 *« 
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“ I’lll! 
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kilhi mI 
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fnJiilird 
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" Tlud will (ti>. Surplice 1" said the Other 

clvuuh-; aiu! VMiw for the first time, said Dwight- 
p-'inkiu’ Ihe voici! «f him who called himseli Captam 
nriritv was iufonued with a degree of severity quite 
iiMUsual ill poliiu society. “You cannot hope. Lady 
SuriiU' e, with your worldly quips and cunning iinper- 
lint iu is’ to imiucss one of my condition and experience. 
yuM [orgvl that I, hud I no other claim to distinction, 

am the supreme host, of alt time. 

You lorret jehoviib, the Lord of Hosts," said the 
I crd Llumailor, who ha,d had a good education. 

Mv frii'iid.” t.ui<! do Travcst, “are you imp, god, 
aovil ? You ate too self-confident for an imp, you 
atitioh too much iinportiuice to yoiu soaal position to 
lie ii. nod -o you tiro pn>b:ibly, as Mr. Warp suggested, 
somti inh'fior demon in settroh of cheap distraction. 

Wiitil is v<nir iitinn*. h*Uow ? , • i j v 

•‘ I am thai which is so dark that beside me darto 

is r-idi-mcc tunl 1 am tluit whidi walks m such bright 

is stronger tlum (iod and more enduring than stone, 

■md I m that which is frailer than a flower and inore 
uiui 1 / . r fKjsf which cannot be 

dcstriicliblu than j h ‘ thousand deaths 

’‘^‘rv <Hv M s^it of man. But the inter- 
> ors^‘ d vour (iod. in their illiterate fiilmmatioris, 
Hoc made my name familiar to you uxider many vde 

Lord Chancellor severely, 

implying that you are the IW 

of I)iirtoc‘HS? title!*' cried .Lady 

nr AlmuMch di •" " ■ , „ 

" Under how many vile disguises, worn 
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wit.it I want, tfi kin*w i*-., ’ ?%in 1 dt* ^^i\'^st niiliilv, 
*'■■ wliy yon «»« ir,f* Hiiin*, v*hi 

k tiim^ . iity I lariH^ k C i i.iv‘ / ' 

" in tsi »|t- Tiuvrsi. 

In a|.>}n'afaiir«» \\m irfiinni fit? uf um* wh^tn I unn* 
hved a hrnthrt, in tin- *li\s l»*foir i:n\r was, Hmw 
e:alin and h^autifu! In* tn hiN inii^a.s ami 

diuinnnd Italinn ! i^nh' iiiv Invi fm tlir hiMiiiitiil 
arrlian|.!fl?^ Mkli.n*!, k.-d'ii?'!, ai-d kt^fn tm nn 

Ictiig in Milijicikm n» tti^* I mhI i»f llust^, lint ihf iian* 
naiiu* whnii 1. fin* int»*4 faioniid t.ijilaiii t»f flir Ffii|iv 
man, ihn puin** nf lit*’ lufianln uf airiiaiigrls, wifli 
only tlin wntg’^ fin* uniiklr am! iidmahk «lioii of 
(du'inhini and Sia|4oin himnii niv Vtanh and 
thr tliuadnilMttfs td Jrli*»*valn Mnild iiti l»»ian4 laook Hts 
ignutant attd w.utikr tfiin}4aM lu \ h% Inuv lif*f*n 
taught, 1 rai'-ad dio hku k si.iifdaiils of it’Viili, wa\ at 
last dofoaUal In Malia^l, I a|»t.iyi of f}f»> tfo'-.t*.; anti 
was pinugod tint* !t*'U ha tiriuiH I iiiiiimI to NiUuir 
I watchod tins pkoa*'! «»ain* tiiio !»♦ mg ftom thr 

dt'inonfs. I watoitfil tltis ^oiltl’s viigniity 1 lini, alfia 
many mm%, I nhM*ivril elm giowih of iiutnkiiid. At 
iifst 1 was appalUai at flir niiwav in ?*foir foi fla^sr 
holplr^H croaiiiio, Tli*in m I }i«'itriu>fi iiiai:kiiitr« 
blind will to live and siiiagr iiwtinrt to rtinqufn, to 
aotpuro, to drMfity, I lav ha long iigrs in frai of lim 
WH‘tt.'hvdlivji^ ill ^lorr f«ii N'.ifiiir, laav if would 1^* 
jmrvrHtti aiul taviotual b\ ihrM* iiratiiios 

who ronld dtaiimidf alt oilin aiiiiintls iinirlv Itrraiisi’ 
of an i>pf>05»tddr tliiiiiib, I uiiitrivnl a jilait to avnt 
this ealainity ; and. wsilking Itir riiitti in iiiaiiv shape’s, 
1 dirvrtitl tnaiikind to ftillil ifi tniiit ilnidisli I'liraias 
and to sink iiiin Natiirr’!i Utwaii, wlinmi i»iilv laii bo 
foumi triif joy, tniv lov*?, iwid }« t fi 1 1 }iraf o 1 sm * nsitsf, 
‘rim Gnvks witi! kmwiiful bt'aiiw* I laiigld tbriii n- 
adoro brant y : lliey iiia<lr itiifip of kaiiify Wiaiivr I 
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tiuu’ht. tlifim to worship their own beauty; and the 
gods they served were beautiful because they made 
tlu'ir gods after their own image. I nearly succeeded 
with the Roman world. But my ancient enemy sent 
llie man Paul to revive the savagery in men and women 
and to wither the love of Nature in the hearts of chil- 
dren. Since then my enemy has ruled the world. Yet, 
only the other day, I thought I saw a fit opportunity 
for my beneficial interference: with my heart afire 
with love of manhind, which I have helped through so 
many trials, I inspired certain noble minds with the 
(Tusadc of the Bcague of Nations. But mankind has 
picforred th<i dictates of its cruel God, the Lord of 
Hosts, who has long since given up trying to govern 
iiuni through Christianity and now leads them by the 
nose with the childish superstition of commonsense , 
and I have now no more hope for the happiness of a 
world that will deride the audacious gentleness of a 
Woodiuw Wilson and countenance the rapacious 
insolence of a Poincjud, the vulgar dictatorslup of a 
Mussolini, the unnatural charm of a Winston Churchul, 
and the complacent gracelessness of a gentlman who 
only too obviously rejoices in the name of Elihu Koot 
the agreeable and scholarly voice of Mr. Warp broke 


the silence:— . , ^ 

"Your utterances, sir, appear to me to snow a 

decidedly anti-Chauvinist 

the invasion of the Ruhr by the Fren^ fsinV 

on Corfu by the Italians, I have never been able ^ 

of Poinrard or Mussolini without a 

mind. May 1 a.sk, sir, if you favour the Liber^ school 

<d thought ? We would be far from 

itssistance in our imminent campaign for cmmncing 

the iieople of the essential truths of Ljber^sm. _ 

“ I incline, if anything, to I.abour, Mr. , and 
hope to assist that party to very considerable success 
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at ycnir tifxt ; ff>r, if ! in.iv ^ .•v mi, \tni t'ammt 

sw(H‘p a party mil of rM^UMi* k*r 1*^:.;: !i\' ialkiii?* likt* 
a pack of silly schnulIjHy.N of f»a4'taiN. iiiufm t;a.s, aud 

secret d<Ha»ru*iits. 

** Hear, hear! s^rii! tlie I eitl i whe had 

fiviw to sleep and was rltranuiii: I bet In* w.c-. 
to a speech ai^aiiist l*rtdahintin. 

Oii the ella‘r haiald* tiiiMly vial ile I’lavest, **\\e 
are still awaiting an eKpliiiatiini i4 yinir sifkeidag 
iutnisioa hady Syijdire s hmisi-/* 

Mrs. Atup seat nr/* said the Chher wnirilv. 

**Mrs. Amp!** erifd lady hiiifdiir. ** Mis. Amp? 
Tliat Low wnuiun ! ** 

** Ihnv can yen hiiiig yi»iaself lit %ta !i wttnitai ? ** 
said Dame Watp Idtteilv. I kola tilulv wiien, iliiitar.h 
sundry niimr faults, ifirre tiutsl H- mi iiatiiV dec'eiil 
wumeie-d said drec^il weiiini- in yMiii, eiivirnii- 

ineiitd* 

** She anuises me/* saul Satan. llnwever/* llie 
voice went on, ** as I have hillilh-d inv pioimjr, 1 will 
now, with Viuir |M*rinisM«tfi, lake my have.** 

** Blit, Ihinee/* cried .lailv Hin ''what was 

your promise? What have you lidlilied ? Wlial !ia‘» 
that low woman to do wiili it ? I insisf on knowing, 
Prince. Is this a tiriic for silmcr ? ** 

** My promist! was mrrrly tliin, Lady Siiipliee. At 
a recent dinner patty of Mrs. Aiiijds, wliirh the 
guests of litiiumr were jiiliti.n ries.ir, Sliiikrs}ii*ar«y 
Samuel Fepys, Baltic, mid mywdf, I in kk%% nitniidi 
to promisi* Mrs. Amp llmt I wntild i^and to iMith om* 
evening and spoil a of voiiis I will 

report to her. tuwevrr. tint a iliiifirr'jiiiiiy t-o fnillisml 
as yours woiihl nml the «litlrie» of jrlwvali IIiiiimB 
to spoil it, Momeignmf, I five pm fati'wrll. hat lien, 
good-bye. Adi&$, cuMlmm ! ** 

**Stop, stop, stopr* erW Lady Siitplirr, fiaiiiicalty 
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starting from her chair. " Just one moment, my deaf 

PriBC£^-~— 

" Well, just (ine," sighed the archangel of sin, “ for 
I promised Mrs. Amp to be back in time to hear 
Napoleon's afti-rdiniier speech on the intellectual 
obesity of sohlitu's, and successful soldiers in particular. 
Wlud have you to say ? " 

“ But :i!U I to understand,” cried my lady indig- 
riautly, " iluit this ruoustrous woman is allowed to give 
all the par(ie.s she likcis in Hell ? ” 

" Niiturally, inatUun. Else why should it be called 
Hell ? ” 

“ Then,” fltislied my lady with a brilliant smile, 

" when I die, I shtill also be able to give ” 

“ When yon die, Lady Surplice, you will go to 
Heaven. For ytju are a good woman. You have a 
kind heart. You have cared for your husband and 
yotir children, and you have always given freely to 
(he sii-k, the halt, the blind, the deaf, and the dumb. 
In ftw.t, La<ly Surplice, I am very glad to have allowed 
myself this opportunity of congratulating you. You 
mill your butler tire perhaps the only two people in 
this room who will tiscend to salvation. The odour of 
your .sanctity already .sliames me, l.ady Surplice. The 
stiints in Paradise shall find in you a matchless com- 
jiiuiion. Talbot, the bosom of Abraham awaits you. 
I hope you will like it. Your only crimes. Lady Surplice, 
htive been tho.se of snobbery and vulgarity; and as 
the Bible w;is written before the existence of modem 
luigland, France, and America, the very possibility 
of .sjKihlHiry and vulgarity^ was unthought of, and 
thus they escaped inclusion among the heinous 

sins — — " „ , ^ « V i. 

” But look here,” protested Guy de Travest, what 

reason but cruelty can you have for altering Lady 
Surplice's destiny ? It appears to me a gross case of 
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|irfjniliti% ^duf ; La t.Mii .ulnweci 

to a«%miti to lirll 

** Citiv/* I.* :'i C h.ittrt llnr. ^\j| 

autli«n'iti*'S roftilaiu^ m fl*4f !!,r ii>\^\imvn\^ 

if any, h dM\vnw,u»i^.‘* 

Awjn" N.^-1 \ujjnv. !ia% rliim 

t«) tin* liMspifalit^ ! - * 41 IM- !'^t i ins, lam!. 

Now, itj>MU tin; v.i-ul, 1 tr.idx nui-.! i:»i 

lint iiiii*indi, v^ai i,i!i i ! inv lidy i« 

dislrartiini. ’* Atn 1 i«« ai. J«i -. liiuI fit. 4 \ihrn ! f!i« 
1 IWIHt go to l|r4%'rt| W'hdr 41 I ItIV tlJr fith, iltl tllt'V* 
iliariniJiK }roji|f% air rii|**vita: iIh iii%r|vr*^ in I{r!l at 
Mis. Aiiiji's paitirn? t^h, n* that jtis!, i*uiiri% is tliat 
r«‘a"‘nna!»!?a ii it |*rii! jrinarJi^ ? 

** Yon know, it irally tio’ my faiilf/* {♦intf'sUxI 
fkr Fiimr rf Ihrkia^^ If i. ikr til of itmi, (itKKl* 

h\H% Ladv Snij4ur T«* v*'ii latirm I iiw! only say 
an fft'air, fur \i’ii air all inr.if.i'^r »i}|itirf%Y 

Thr «'uiit}>*inv. ^4it| Kankui wrtr Mtir ili?!*- 

fir.v*rf! ul Latlv f‘a r Utiv 

was lira! to flirin , iiud mail*! fam kavr dtiiir ail 
tliry lonit! to r4'4' lirr nutiil m %hr mlafiij»ririi iii an 
arrrvs «»f holj4*HMirs^ a!,«l i!r*,|Mii * *'f'*ii}iir, riiliiiol 
ymi'— -oh ran*! ypii }nr%*ail nii tri:!*'! In Irt iiie-*niils, 
ilrfirl‘*-fti iH iiir waivr llir ilHfiiK Iniii jioii tfii^ nnrr, 

I simply raidt farr itir nlfa uf |»iiftr«t fit»!fi iiiv 
frifli«!*i pirasr, IVltirr, miakl >iai }#?’• a ilrai anil |iif* 
viiii im Him ut—"' 

** Kiiouiiln ! ’* fliiifiilrfrd tlir %"#i|rr of fta* 

fiillril rliil*! i»f lir;kt. ''fin Vtai in fkaHalinlil }lrli*44, 
am I not iJm rnrinv «4 ? 11ir^wr atr m% final 

Wimh, Siir|iJitr, Pirpatr fni ynur 

EMTiit, Lrf pmt «til yraifi fia Itravrti aiitl vnnr 
ipifil nrrnmitwlalf iiw*ll i« ikr if|<a uf wal|iiii|i fui 
t?Vi*r in tlir grnvri nf in tlir of tkr tiaip 

ami Itm lyre. I ” 



Farewell, These Charming People 

" Begone ? " said the Lady Amelia indignantly. 
"That is a harsh word to give a lady in her own 
house ! ” 

"Surely,” snapped de Travest, "you are not so 
wanting in manners as to drink a lady’s wine and then 
kill her 1 ’’ 

" What can I do, my friend ? It is the immemorial 
curse of tliirteen, and the super-added curse of the 
spilled salt. And I thought, as Lady Surplice is the 
only one among you who is going to Heaven, that it 
would be appreciated in me as an act of courtesy to 
allow her precedence in death." 

" Please, may I say one word ? ” begged Shelmerdene, 
her eyes pitifully on the de.spairing face of her hostess. 
" I have been Muriel Surplice’s friend for many years, 
.she has on several occasions been very kind and good 
to me, and I cannot sit calmly by and watch her being 
wronged. Sir,” said Shelmerdene to Satan, "this 
lady you would so recklessly consign to Heaven has 
committed a crime every bit as heinous as that for 
which Mrs. Amp is now suffering indigestion.” 

" A crime ? " cried Lady Surplice gladly. " Bless 
you, Shelmerdene, dear I But what crime was it ? ” 

“ Shelmerdene," said Satan gently, " are you mocking 
me ? Was it to he mocked by you that I gave you 
charm, beauty, and good-sense, such a combination of 
virtues as never was known before ? Was it to be 
mocked by you that I inspired a youth to give you a 
name which, although it is not your real name, becomes 
you better than any real name could ? ” 

“ This lady,” cried Shelmerdene, " once had a 
lover " 

" Scarcely a crime," said Lucifer. " Heaven has 
long since giv(m up rejecting women who have had 
lovers. The angels protested that they found none 
but plain women wherever they walked in Paradise." 
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Farendl, Thm Chiirmhig 

» But she killi-ti him ! “ *'i i> <i ^'1*' kij. id. 

"Come, Slu'lmi'nU'ne ! " Niui i>,unr W.itp Intterly. 
"No demit woinutl-'-I Ji» decent Wi'in.m rver 
kills her ItiviT.” 

" Shelmerclene, ;irc you sure I did? siru' d l.adv 
Surjilice. " Aic y«u quite Mii<% dr.tr? Did I K.illv 

kill him?" , . ti i , 

"You did, diU'liiig. 1 asMiie vnu. sud Mu htu ideiie. 

" Ytiu bored him to rleatli. ib* lugged me with his 
dying breath not to tell you, and ! v^ouldn i h.ive if 

I weren’t so fond of you. . , , ... 

"Then," sighed the I’lim'e of I».i!kin»i, she m.iy 

go to Hell"' , , 

And, s.ud Dwight -Rank in, rvni as the do«>r was se.ni 
to clo 5 >e it was also s*'<t> how nil eolmii w.ts instantly 
ravished from Udy Suii.hee’s faer and how she mu in 
her chair still ami eold. Hut rveu in lUsUh, wid Dwight- 
Rankin, a smile of surh haiil>itir\s hi hei faee thiit her 
many friends, who never eould think of liei driHUtuie 
from amtmg them but with the deejs-st regiet. found 
solace in the cefiniiity of the goo«l holy's lotiietumeiit 
in flu* other world. Howrvei . , 

At the inquest it was natuially given out that laidv 
Surplice had diet! in some natund way : for who, ask. d 
Dwight-Rankin, wcmld believr the tale of what had 
actually happened, who would lalieve the tide of him 
who called himself, with infinite mo. kery, raptam 
Charily ? And who. contimieti Dwight Rankin, would 
believe that, but for the kimlly iiiterventifm of Shel- 
merdcnc, the spiritual I®rts of jauir laidy butplite 
would even now and for ever fo* arrangeil in tliat 
position over the ivory luuraprts of Ihiradiw* in vvtu.h 
she could most comfortably stare dovw, with iiitoh i- 
able longing, at the social forties «»f another phwe ? 

" Wiio, indeed I " I echoed gl<K»i»ily. 
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Farewell, These Charming People 


r>wight-Rankin fell silent. The restaurant was 
(.imptying. Voices from distant tables approached ours 
and perished against the waU of silence that had risen 
upon the end of Dwight-Rankin’s relation. I could say 
nothing. At last Dwight-Rankin said: “Had poor 
Lady Surjjlice been alive now, she would have been 
.staying at this very hotel. I would have been lunching 
with her. At this very moment I would have been 
(\np)ying a cigar over a nice spot of brandy.” 

I ordered cigars and liqueurs. At that moment a 
lady entered the restaurant. She appeared to be a 
p(u-:;on of consideration. Waiters rushed towards her, 
nuiUrcs d' hotel bowed down before her. She waived 
Hum away. Her present concern appeared to have 
nothing to do with food, although her proportions 
were not those of one who had in the past indulged 
any aspirations to asceticism. Her face was large and 
good-1 lumoured. When she smiled, her face was 
very largo and very good-humoured indeed. She 
smiled now, bearing down on Dwight-Rankin. Silence 
perished around her. I prepared to fly. She enveloped 
the void about our table. The pearls about her throat 
werti larger than her eyes, but her eyes shone more 
brilliantly than the diamonds on her hands. She strode 
into the silence like a warrior from Babel ; and a for^t 
of langliter stood on the site of the Ritz Hotel. She 
cried : “ Dwight-Rankin 1 The very man I am looking 
fur 1 Now I want you to be certain and come to 

Dwight-Rankin indicated my presence. 

" Mr. ” he said. “ Mrs. Amp.” 

“ Say, listen, that’s not true 1 Mr. I certainly 

am glad to know you. How do you do, how do you do ? 
You must come too, Mr. . I have read your 
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Ftirem'if, These CJiarmhi^r Peepie 

books. TlH.y aio unmiiig, imivvtsul 

Ycm arc a T t^’ll ike mo 1 w.is thi* 

Duke of Mall aiul tlie firaial Dukt* f'haileh m «<iily the 
other ui|;ht. 1 ^akl : ' Ife in a {aim:-/ Xiav 1 \\%uit fu 
id! you boys that !o-uiori»ae i;u:lii ! aio tltKaviiig 
the iiuest party that has vMt Wm uf, Its 

going iu l>e just giaaf. Y<ai Ih-v*. Lavr just gi>t to 
CCJITie. ril tell the Wofhl itial tl'OlrX nuiluijg tliuts 
not giaiig to hapinii at fhaf pailv. Miuifl 
Sill pike will be giteii. All lei fiifii4s ;ue ruining* 
Every one is ii»iihnit. Sav» lisUii, 1 havi* faktii the 
wluile Chateau ilv M.uliit! fui ilir night anti lhi\e diaiii;eil 
it into a Venetian legueti aiul at I have 

engaged just the inu .t roinpirir iiieus ft* roiiie iiini 
aumse us, as inv pouil is, btiV's fhat wh.# n one gues on 
a pally one should just liavr «v«i) thing limii Mah 
Jongg to inarnios* is. . . 

$!h‘ went, at, last,. 

lhvight*Harikin said ifiiviriiily ; Ihivr *i cif 

bratidy ? '' 

I diuked, You dair ! ** I You darr to sit 

there and talk to me ah ait of bmiidy afiri having 
palmed off on me that ahumiiittblr iigriiaiohs . , 

But it migld have liapprnrd/* s*iid l.%igh!-Kankiii 
dreamily, weaving a liaiul iiroiind ihr trsifiiii.iiif, '* iVr* 
liaps it will !iapi>eii. It rn laiiily miglit to happrin 
To all tltese rhai ruing proj4f\ Evni hois will iiirin 
However . « 

The end o/ ifm imok mti/J *' Mm fsir/' in 
/ y wkkh tm frill ih^ liisl aihmiimft o/ 

Thm C km m i mg 
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